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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Elrington. 


Co lite Share has Art in modern Plays, 
That Bards by Chance, not Merit, win the 
They lay their Starvling Children at your Door, 
ce you to maintain em "can 
Thus they demand your peremptory Grace, 
As Cripples claim in Hoſpitals @ Place. 


To r; Arbitrators of the My 

You, who ſo oft in tender Fudgment ſit 
On the pale Ghoſt of poor departed Mit; 
Allow our Suppliant Author ſome Pretence . 
To your good Grace. from his littleSenſe. 
He no Extravagance of Humour hits, 
Nor brings a Fool's-Cap that one Blockhead fits ; 
But works his Perſons from familiar Life; 
Outwits a Widow, and reclaims a Nie; 

Levels at Upſtarts, and at awkard Heirs, 
| Laſhes the City but their Horns he ſpares : 
Scatters fair Satyr, but no Venom throws, 
And has been mighty tender of you Beaux ; 
For leaſt he might incur your 1 Spleen, 
He brings no Maiden Coxcomb on the Scene. 


Beo juſt then to his Muſe, and let him ſay 

He once has hit your Palates in a Play: 

All Prepoſſeſſions to his Wrong diſclaim, 

Nor damn the Off ſpring for the Father's Name, 
Leſt, when he writes next, he the Child diſown, 


A force you to commend, e er he'll be known. 
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e they re poor: 
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i; PROLOGUE 


Upon the Revival of the Play. 
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uten by Mr. Theobald, 


| | "oy Sa War-Horſe, while to the Field he's bred, 

| A Has the loud Drum beat rattling at his Head. 
The Piſtol fir d and ſtarts nd flamps and blow 

| . Aud ſnuffs the Sulphur blazing at his Noſe : | 

as Such unacquainted Agonies engage 


Al Each Poet, when he firſt aſcends the Stage : 
iN Tied by the Ears at our Side-door he ſtands, 
Fearful of hiſſing Breath, or clapping Hands. 


7 But different is our Author's Caſe to-night, 

"| Train'd to the Scene, he ſcorns the Panick Fright 
And, ruſhing to the Combat with Deſire, 

Brings you a Play, that once has ſtood the Fire, —. 


Yet, with your Leave, Ive one ſhort Word to ſay, 
As Council for our Sex againſt his Play. 
An Artful Husband ! Why that odious Name, 
To do you Men a Credit, Us a Shame? 
If he's ſoread in Nature, or in Art, | 
He knows that Wives beſt play the cunning Part, 
Go, ak this Artful Blade who paid the Debt, 

- Loſt to his Friend, the Colonel, at Picquet ? 

Or let him tell with all his Art— if able, 
Which Children are moſt like him round his Table? 
Abroad all Day, we can come home at Night, 
Full of a virtuous Zeal to do him right ;——. 


PROLOGUE. 


He may ſuſpe®, tis true, and ſo be jealous, 

And rudely twit us with our pretty Fellows, 

Yet tis but Gueſs-Work ;-— for, as Poets prove, 
There are no Tracks left in the Paths of Love. 


Now, fairly turn the Tables, and let's ſee, 
What he can hide with all his Subtilty : 


— e, he take it in his Head to range, 
And leap the Matrimonial Pale, for Change; 
If he purſue the Chace with too much Might, 
AI ho hunts the Fox, is ever tired at Night. 
And, as in Trade let him have ne er ſuch Skill, 
We ſmoak that Merchant, who can't pay his Bill. 


Since Things are thus, and tis thought fit by Nature, 


Our Sex ſhould, both ways, play the Coup de Maitre, 


To he more ſafe, and lead a happier Life, 
Hang Art, caſhier that Epithet of Strife 
An Artleſs Husband makes an Artleſs Wife. 
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M E N. 


Sir Harry Freelove. 
Mr. Win wife. 


My. Stockwell. 


Frank Flaſn. | 
Steward to Winwife. ND 
Ned, Servant to Sir Harry. | 
Butler. . 

And four Servants to 
Servants to Mrs. Winwife. 
Two Chairmn. 


Lady Upſtart, a Widow, 

Belinda. 

Mrs. Winwife. 4 to Mr. Winwife. 

Decoy, 4 Procureſs. . 
Maria, a pretended Frenchwoman, 


Waiting-Woman. 


Dramatis Perſone, 


| formerly Servant to Be- 
linda, and after entertain d by the Lady Upſtart for her 


Servants to Lac; Upſtart and Mrs, Wiawife. 
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SCENE, The MALL. 
Enter Sir Harry Freelove, and Ned his Servant. 


Sir Hanxy FREELOVE, 


IIRRAH, I tell you to meditate on 
| Matrimony, is like Contemplating on 
| Death, for few after either, are appoin- 
ted a State of Happineſs. When did 
I you ever know a married Man rejoice 
In his Tranſlation, If they put on a ſe- 
—  rcnc Countenance' tis only to disguise 
the Truth from the World, as Women do their Venial 
Paſſions with an artful Veil, inſtead of real Modeſty. 
* The Wretches endeavour to appear pleas d for Reputati- 
* on ſake, and cry the Water's warm, tho' their Teeth 
* chatter in their Heads to invite their Fellow-Creaturesto 


to plunge into equal Misery. A Paſling-Bell ſhould go 


. during the Ceremony, to give Notice that all well dispos d 
Persons might pray tor their departing Friend, who is ex- 
| A 4 | chan- 
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f The Artful Husband. 
changing Liberty, Quiet and Ease, for everlaſting Conten- 


tion, a Million to one. | 
Ned. Ay, Sir, I went o board the Marriage Smack, fora 
Venture, in hopes to bring home a iarge Cargo of Love and 
Plenty; and, as I thought, with a fair Wind. No ſooner 
had we put to Sea, but a Storm arose, the Veſſel ſprung a 
Leak, and I was caſt away in the wide Ocean of Wedlock. 
Sir H. Thy Condition muſt have been ſo mean that no 
Change of Fortune can make thee more wretched. 
Ned. O, Sir, I muſt beg your Pardon, that's a Miſtake. 
Tho? your Footman now, I once had the Honour to be a 
eat Lord's Valet, and was, Sir, in all Things, but in a 
itle, as good a Man as my Maſter, I was his very Socia: 
He try'd on his Cloaths, and they ſoon fitted me; I wore 
his Linen, Perukes, and all his other Ornaments; rid his 
beſt Horses, hunted with his Hounds, eat and drank as he 
did If he pick d upa Miſtreſs, I had her after him; but 
whewl pimp d for him, he had her after me. No Favours 
were ask' d, but I was firſt addreſs'd, and never granted 
without my Approbation. He was the Oracle, but I the 
Prieſt that impos'd on him and his Suppliants, and conver- 
ted the beſt Part of the Offerings to my own Use : He had 
the Entrails, but I the Carcaſs. Being thus pamper'd 
with Ease and Plenty, I tell in Love, as they call it, with 
his favourite Sultana; ſhe took Fire at the fame time: We 
married, and then march'd off with the Bag and Baggage; 
ſo liv d upon the Spoil, till that and our mutual Blazeexpir'd: 


Then appear'd indifference, after that Ill- nature, and ſo on. 


to dowynright Averſion. We parted; ſhe return d to her 
former Vocation, having ſome Remains of Beauty, and is 
now in keeping, under the Careof a grave City Don, who 
to mend her Reputation, and preserve hisown, viſits her 
twice a Week, as her Uncle and Guardian. And, as for 
my ſelf, Iam fallen, as you ſee, to be the meaneſt of your 
humble Servants. | | | 
Sir H. So while your Maſter wasdiverting himself with 
a trivial Sin, you, like a Coxcomb, muſt run headlong in- 
to a deadly one. | 
Ky Enter Mr. Winwife. | 
Ned Hinwiſe! Who expected to have ſeen you quit the Ma- 
| ttrimonial 


The Artful Hushand. = 


trimonial Yoke thus early? Prodigious ! Turtles will cease 
to coo, the waking Nightingal forget to ſing, when thus, 
by break of Day, you leave the downy Bed of Love. 

Win. Tis barbarous, Sir Harry, that a Man can't be mar- 
ried, but immediately he becomes the ſeſt of the gay part of 
the Town, Matrimony is like Hazard, there are Nicks, 
Mains, and Chances. | 

Sir H. Ay, and Outs too. You have made a juſt Simile; 
Dice and iage, are two Things I could preach upon 
whole Nights together: Such Inconveniencies, ſuch Mis- 
fortunes; Tis hard to diſtinguiſh which are worſt, the 
Pride, Folly, and Impertinence of a Wife, er the Rattling 
of the Box and Dice, That is heard from the Groom- 
« Porter's, to moſt of the Mannor-Houses in England; 
* where every body, but the Fool who is wedded to Seven 
or Eleven, thinks of nothing else but a Goal for the 
Squire, and Alms-Houses for the reſt of his Family. 

Win. Sir Harry, I am your Friend, and muſt . 
let your Opinion be what it will, a Wife is the only Reme- 
dy you can apply, and that inſtantly too. 

Sir H. A Wite! Damn the Potion! A very pretty Anti- 
dote, to take the greater Evil to expel the leſs, 

Win. So it muſt be, Sir Harry, put on what Air you 
please; for I doubt not but you'd think j our {elf very hap- 
py to dine at Bloom- Hall, in the County of Hertford, with 
any Woman for your Wife, whose Fortune would pay off 
the Mortgage, or remove the Apprehenſions of a Fore- 
cloſure, | 

Sir H. Ha! 

Win. Vouare under a Neceſſity to marry: Chance, the 
Devil, or your owa evil Genius, has provided a Wife for 

ou. 
a Sir H. I have two prevailing Arguments at War in me, 
Liberty and Intereſt; and as much perplex'd, as Monſieur 
Ragouſt was between the Whore and the Halter, to know 
which ſhou'd have the Preference, Ruin or the Widow. 

Vin. Could not you be content this Inſtant, to go to 
Church with her ? | 

Sir H. Ay, upon Condition I might follow her, in a 
Month, to the Church-yard, e 10 
n. 


4 The Artful Hus band. 


Vin. Fifty thousand Pounds, and the Redemption of 


our own Eſtate mortgag d to her Husband, ſeem to me 
Zich persuading Temprations, e that had Diogenes, or the 
« errant'ſt Cynic of em all, the like Offer, they would 


« have thrown away the Dog's Skin, and danc'd round 


the Universe after ſuch a Widow, 


Sir H. A clear Eſtate, Coach and Six, and four luſty Fel- 


lows todandle after me, when the Government has occa- 
fion for *em, I muſt own is grand. 1 
Vin. Ay, and not to be teaz d with Sir, my Debt 
has been of a long ſtanding; in ſhort | cannot ſtay any lon- 
ger; ſays another I have order d an Attorney to take out a 
Writ if youdon't give me Satisfaction in two or three Days. 
Next comes a Fellow that has neither Money enough to go 


to Law, nor Manners to let a Man be at quiet, but cries, 
for God's Sake, Sir Harry, People won't be put off in this 


Manner by me. Officers lurking about your Lodging, At- 

torneys, Letters innumerable, and Ser vants impudent for 

want of Wages. | | 
Ned. That's true; I haveliv'd ſo long with him, that I 


have forgot what Money is. I can hardly tell whether a 


Shilling is round or ſquare. 

Sir H. Dunns are intolerable! They are as frightful to 
me, as a judge to a Criminal upon Sentence of Death. 
But no more of the Widow I beseech you; ſhe is ſo dis- 
agreeable an Incumbrance, it damps all Joys that her large 

de 


Fortune can raise an dea of in the Pros 


Vin. Were ſhe as odious as an old Miſtreſs to a Liber- 


tine, or as troublesome as a ſickly Wite to a gay vigorous 
Husband, Money, Money, Sir Harry, makes the ugly ap- 
pear handsome, the old young, the awkard agreeable, and 
is the only Sauce that can be given to abad Diſh to make it 
godown with a Picquante Taſte. 


Sir H Fy, Fy ! Sheiis the Reverse of every thing ſhe . 


_ endeavours to ſeem like. I muſt confeſs ſhe is young e- 
nough for a Night or two, but too old to. be lik d by any 
Body, but by my Lord Rakiſh; who in the maidfi of a 


Drunken Frolick, has ſo much Humility, as to take up 
with the fat Orange-Womaa in the Park, or Betty Stram- 


Win. 


wel at the Chocolate-House. 


The Artful Husband. 5 
Win. I know her Character in the City; ſhe fuffer'd no 
Body to viſit her under the Dignity ot an Alderman's Lady, 
or Turky Merchant's Wite. - 

Sir H. She has lately taken a House in St. Fames's Street, 
and left the City the Minute her Time of Mourning was 
expir'd, and resolv'd never ſo much as to think of riding 
in State to the Spittle, filling her Pockets with Sweet - meats 
at a Company's Feaſt, or dance in public k on · a Lord 
Mayor's Day. | 

Win. She has ſuch an Opinion of her Merit, that ſhe 
thinks ſhe ought to take place of every Body, because her 
Husband pais d the Chair, and made her a Lord's Lady for 
a Twelve- month. Ip 

Sir H. The Women envy her for her fine Liveries, fix 
Flanders Mares, vaſt Eſtate, and her Power of out-flut- 
tering all the Coquets of Quality at this End of the Town. 

Win. Prithee let's be ſerious. I ſuppose you resolve to 
think no more of her. | hs 

Sir H. Not ſo, neither. 

Win. How then? e 

Sir H. Why Thought is what a Man of Dreſs abhors. 

Win. But you are a Man of Senseas well as Faſhion 

Sir H. That may be ' 

Win. And ought to conſider 

Sir H. Oh! that | will. Ky 

Win. Before you let lip ſuch an Opportunity — 
Sir H. Of being married, eternally forc'd to converse 
with her whonever had 1 ſtay the Eye of a Rover 
one Minute, © in hopes that he might find ſomewhat a- 
* preeable about her. Well, Ned, you ſhall know my In- 
« tention, which I ſhall hardly be able to continue in | 
enough to call it a Resolution; for as Women are u 
thinking Creatures, I form my Sentiments according to 
the Object, and leave my ſelf to be toſs d into the Har- 
« bour without minding the Compaſs. 

in. Widows are not to be trifl'd with. You ſhould 
beſiege her close, watch the yielding Minute, and with 
Sword in Hand, vigorouſly attack; then ſhe's your own, 
Sir Harry, ſhe'll melt when in your Arms. 


Sir 
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6 The Arifil Huchand, 


Sir H. I have {aid all the fine Things, done all the impu- 
dent Things, and told her as many Lies as Invention upon 
the Rack could ſupply me with, which, in my Judgment, 
is the moſt regular way of approaching her. 

Win. You have a Rival, I tear, has poſſeſs'd himself of 
her good Opinion, and when once ſhe comes tolike, ſhe'll 
run headiong to her Wiſhes. Reason's blown up, Discre- 
tion vaniſhes, and ſhe no more thinks on either, than on 
her dead Husband, or his poor Re ations, | 

Sir H. You mean Sir Modiſh Pert, there is ſomething ſo 
agreeable in the young Dog he disarms my Resentment, 
Tho' I resolve this Minute to cut his Throat, I no ſooner 
ſee him, but ſome ſecret Powers turn all my Rage to Re- 


ſpect. — 

Vin. Who is he, what is he? 

Sir H. I know not, but from the Character he gives of 
himself, which is, that he has an Eſtate of two Thousand 
per Annum in the Weſt; nor do I believe ſhe is better ac- 
quainted with him than I am. They firſt aw each other 
at the Opera, about ten Days ſince; where I ſhould have 
been to have waited on her; but the Bottle deluded me 
till twelve that Night, the Groom-Porter's till fix in the 
Morn, and Bed till five next Evening; at which Time 1 
dreſs d, went to viſit her, and, to my great Surprize, found 
him there: He received me with a bon Aſſurance, the Wi- 
dow, with an awkard Boldneſs; we tattl'd of indifferent 
things, but I ſoon perceiv'd my fix Months Addreſs was all 
to no Purpose, 

Win. Your Indifference to her Person, has discover'd 


your over weaning Paſſion to her Fortune: Sir Modiſh takes 


other Measures, and cunningly addreſſes himself to the 
Woman; proteſtshe finds new Charms to him eve- 
ry Minute; praises her Face, her Air, her Shape, and lays 
five hundred other infinuating Flatteriesin her Way, which 


ſhe greedily devours. Why, Flattery well apply d, will 


make a weeping Hermit change his Tears to Smiles; a 
Man of Wit think better of himself than he can merit; 
none are wise enough to guard themselves againſt the Con- 
tagion. | | 
5 | Enter Belinda at à diſtance. 
Ned. Sir. 
| Sir 


[Pulls Sir H. by the Sleeve. 
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The Artful Huband, 7 


Sir H. What the Devil ails the Fellow ? | 

Ned. Sir, with Submiſſion, is not that the Wild Goose 
we have been chaſing these two Months, without being 
able to find out her Haunts? [Exit Belinda. 

Sir H. | muſt beg your Pardon for ha f an Hour. 

Win. Hey day, what's the matter now ? 

Sir H. I can't ſtay to tell you; when 1 come back you 
ſhall have a full Account. Exit. 

Win. Hark ye, Ned, what new Intrigue is this? Do 
you know the Lady. | | 

Ned. Not I, Sir, upon my Credit, tho I've ſeen her 
twenty Times: She trips about like a Fairy: It's impoſſible 
toknow, when you ſee her, whither ſhe's going, or how 
to find her again when ſhe is gone. | 

Win, Some Jiltof the Town. — 

Ned. She's a very handsome one then, and I believe m 
Maſter, if he had once Poſſeſſion of her Person, — 
never trouble himself much about her Reputation. I ſhall 
lose Sight of em, and then Woe betide me for not being 
ready at her Heels, to follow her from Mercer's Shop, to 
Mercer's Shop, the Nen- Exchange, Park, Play, China- 
Houses, and all the publick Places about Town, and after 
five or fix Hours Jaunt, ſhe whips away like ill i th Aubiſd. 
in a Miſt, and Iam left like a Fool in the Dark, to return to 
my Maſter to be heartily curs'd for my Pains. 

Nin. Tell him I'll wait for him here in the Mall. 

Ned. I ſhall, Sir, he'll not be long engag d. Exit. 


SCE N E, RosamonD's Pond in the Park. 


Enter Sir Harry, Belinda and Ned. . 
Bel. Very fine, Sir Harry, when do you intend to finiſh 
your Harrangue, that I may have Liberty of replying ? 
Sir H. Thave a thousand Things to ſay. 
Bel. And ten Thousand to reply. 
Sir H. Nay but 
Bel. Good Sir Knight not ſo violent. 
Sir H. I proteſt 
Bel. That you would not have me believe 
Sir H. I ſwear by all thats 


8 _ The Artful Husband. 
Bel. Piſh, ſwear by what you will, do you think any 
Woman on Earth can be filent : No, tis impoſſible; tho 
ſhe was prat ed to by the handsomeſt Fellow in the World, 
who tells lier ſhe's as beautiful as a Goddeſs. 

Sir H Why then, Madam, in as few Words as poſlible, 
| Llov'd you from the firſt Minute I ſaw you, and have not 
fince ſo much as dream'd, thought, or look'd at any thing 
in Petigoats but your dear Self. 

Bel. Ah poor Gentieman! To fall under fuck unhappy 
Circumſtances, as to love, admire and adore the Woman 
whose Face you have hardly ſeen; her Fortune and Cha- 
racer unknown to you; and, for what you know, may 
be ſome ſtraggling Gipsy, that would facrifice her Person 
to the firſt Fop ſhe meets with, © that would give her: 
« Month's Airing, five or fix M les out of Town.” If 
you'd perswade me to believe you, you muſt wear your 
 Armsa-crols, ſigh, look dismal, turn up your Eyes, now 

and then a languiſhing Air, appear confus d, careleſs in your 
Dreſs, pale fac'd, ſpeak but little, and that abrupt Senten- 
ces, turn Poet, and write ſoft Sonnets ; But you are 
« quite contrary ! Like a ſturdy Beggar, who asks only for 
« Form's Sake, and would, it you durſt, no doubt, by 
« your Aſſurance, boldly rob to gratify your Inclinations, 
« It's impoſſible you ſhould have the Diſtemper upon you, 
« unleſs the proper Symptoms appear; and I don't perceive 

« any Signs of em. | 

Sir H. Thevery Cant of Love, that all Hypocrites make 
uſe of to delude your Sex, and draw em into the Snare; 
but, when they have gain'd their Ends, like Puritans, they 
throw aſide the Mask, and abuse what they ſeem d to adore, 

hut ] frankly addreſs, withaſincereand open Heart. 
Bel. Open enough I'll be ſworn, and fo frank, that any 

Woman tolerably agreeable, with little Trouble might be 
hospitably entertain'd there for an Hour or two. 

Sir H. Have you no Faith? 

Bel. Very little in Affairs of this Nature. 

Sir H. Then you won't believe thro Obſtinacy. 

Bel. I won't believe, because Sincerity | know is unns- 
tural among you fine Gentlemen. | 


Sir H. In ſhort, Madam, I muſt know your Name, 
| Fortune 


Js Fe Harry, you are 


The Artful Husband. 9 


Fortune and Character, that on the Square, a mutual A- 
greement may be carried on, between Sir Harry Freclove 
— of the one Part, Mrs what d' you call your 
Name, on the other. 

Bel. I hope you have more Manners; than to attempt to 
pull off the Mask without my Consent. Nothing's ſo 
agreeable as a Surprize: We Women have little Artifices, 

t please beſt when they bear the Face of Accident; and 

if you ſhould be ſo rude as to rob me of those Trifles that 
our Sex delight in, I believe I ſhould never endureyou again. 
and I one time 
or to let you know who thinks you ſo; but it will 
hardly be before | am convinc'd you have no private or pub- 
lick Amour, with any body but my ſelf; - = I fancy, I 
could like you longer than a new Suit, a fine Chariot, or 
any other pretty Nicknack. But ſhould you not prove a 
conſtant Admirer, when you come to be better acquainted 
with me; O horrible, I ſhould my Religion, fly to 
a Monaſtry, indulge the Vapours, all Mankind, and 
dote on nothing but Spirit of Hart's-horn. 

Sir H. If that be all, let Doubts be baniſh'd, my flaming 
* ** prove the conſtant Lover. 

Bel. No. : | 

Sir H. Inhuman! Will all the ſacred Proteſtations made 
E * that bind Mankind to Truth on Earth convince. 

Bel. No. 

1 and ſee if I obey not. 

Bel, No. | 

Sir H. What will ſuffice ? A Hand, a Heart, my Life, 
my Soul, my Fortune, all ſhould periſh to convince you. 

Bel Ha, ha, ha! Pray what Lady was that you enter- 
tain'd laſt Week at ton-Court, return d next Morn- 
ing, and dropt her within Temple-Bar ? 

Sir H. O that was one of my Mother's waiting Women, 
that is well married in the City ; and if I had not been civil 
to her, it would have look d brutiſn. Nay, a Man by 
« being courteous to his Inferiors, gets the Character ot an 
honeſt, well-bred, good-humour d Gentleman. 

Bel. Say you ſo! 

Sir H. A meer Trifle, 

| 


Bel, 


1 The Artful Hus band. 


Bel. very well. Your is often ſeen in St. 
Fame Se, waiting 22 Lady's Door, my 


SKE. O the Widow Upſtart's ! The laſt Thing of All 
her Sex, I would be thought to addreſs. Why, ſhe's as 
disagreeable as the Sempſtreſs's Block her Head is dreſs'd 
upon; nay, and as much painted. do | 

Bel. You viſit her in Hopes to redeem your Eſtate, by 
ſuffering your Person to be foreclos d in Matrimony, I 
have no Notion that ſo fickle a Creature ſhould ever be 
ſuffer d to pay his Devoirs to any Woman of arefin'd Taſte. 
We may be allow'd a Train of Admirers, and like but one, 
it raises the Eſteem the Town has of us; for I aſſure 
Sir Harry, Praise is a moſt engaging Thing, even from 
those we despise: We live upon it, it ſupports our Spirits, 
as much as a Glaſs of Wine does yours; ſometimes we are 
giddy with it. But for a Man to pay his hid eous Addreſſes 


do ſeveral Ladies at a time, is like à married Man, ſaying 


fine Things to every Woman he meets: He may think em 
as bright as he pleases, but the very Air of the Wretch be- 
ſpeaks him, and all that comes from him flat and inſipid: 
For which Reason, I take my leave, and bid an eternal 
Adieu to Sir Harm the Inconſtant. ä 

Sir H. O ty, Child, a haſty Sentence will call your Judg- 
ment in Queſtion, and I am resoly'd not to leave you, till 
you have better conſider d of the Matter. ge 

Bel. You have given me as much Pain in pursuing me, 


as my Monkey does in flying me when I want his diverting 


Company. © 'mdownrightangry, and ſo farewel. ¶ Exit. 
Sir H. Now I have you in View, I ſhall not quit you till 


I'm better ſatisfied. Exeunt. 


Re-enter Belinda, Sir Harry and Ned. 
Bel. Undone and ruin'd for ever. 


| [Frets and looks upon the Ground. + 


Sir H. What's the Matter, Madam 
Bel. 1 haveloſt! 45 
Sir H. What? 


Bel. My Father's Picture from my Watch, which I va- 


lue above all Things. 
Bel. 
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Bel. I had it by my Side, at the upperend of the Walk. 
Sir H. (To Ned.) Do you ſearch carefully up one fide of 
the Walk, and Fl look up the other. ¶ Exeunt ſeverally. 
Bel. Your humble Servant, Sir Harry; How easy. _ 
lease, are these Lords of the Creation deceivd, 
think their Strength of Reason and profound —— 
govern this habitable World, despise us Women, and ſup- 
pose we know nothing. But if I had the Management of 
the cunning'ſt of them all, I'd ſoon convince him; 
Tho they the mighty Plots and Schemes contrive; 
ret Women beſt on quick Inventions thrive. (Exit. 
Enter Sir Harry and Ned. 
Sir H. Death, Ian t find it: Where's the Lady, Sirrah # 
2 Where's the Lady, Sir! Gone, Sir, where ſhould 
? 
Sir H. So, finely trick d Sirrah, fly after her, and 
ſee if you can overtake her. 
| Ned 3 Sir, it's impoſſible: Would you Rave me di- 
into as many Pieces as there are Points in the 
Compal Pray, Sir, let me know, which way your In- 
= on would ſend me. 
H. Rascal, to the Horse-Guards, as quick as you 


Can = 


Ned. Mad, ſtark mad, * Light, a Exit. 


Sir H. A meer Vapour, ſomething compounded of Air, 
ſo whimſical, ſhe pertecliy confounds — 
am not capable of — the leaſt part of her. 
She's ameer Riddle, made up of fo many Contradictions, 
that the whole Sex is but an Epitome of her. She's ſeri- 
ous, gay, and ſeemingly virtuous ; ſometimes jiltiſh——. 
young, and yet has an 4 of Discretion very 
often confidently pert, by and by very modeſt. She has 
Wit, good ro wa — nothing to be 
made of this damn d Medly, tis enough to givea the 
Vertigo. Have you overtaken her? 

Enter Ned. 

Ned. Overtaken het, Sir, S bud, Sir, you might aswell 
have overtaken a Lapland Witch. g on a Broom» 
ſtick to meet her old Friend the 
Sir H. Well, ſhe may * kind, good - natur d, deli- 

cious 
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thould ſhe pretend to Virtue, a little Application would 


ries trim d with Gold and Velvet Lace ready, 


ee ͤ ͤö˙ůVke ! 
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cious Harlot, at laſt; then the Fatigue in chaſing her, will 
be rewarded with the Poſſeſſion. I ſhall be at Mr. V inwiſe s 
in leſs than an Hour, let the Chariot be there. [ Exit, 

Ned. Now, in my Opinion, ſhe's as very a Jade as ever 
took half a Crown at the Roſe Tavern, © for a Bit and 
away of harmleſs Adultery, or ſimple Fornication” ; And 


ſoondraw the Curtain, 


Her Sex's Character is ne er in doubt, 
Concluge her Woman, and we can t be out. 


NESS S Y% 


SCENE, WIxVIr E Houſe. 
Enter Mrs. Winwife and Steward. 


| Mrs. Vin. [ELL me not of Patience, *tis the Beg- 


gar's Comfort, what they apply to ease 
their Misfortunes._— Shall l have Patience and debar my 
ſelf of any thing this World affords? Was I not born and 


bred in Plenty, n only to wiſn, and then poſſeſs that 


Wiſh, tis abject Slavery to want what we deſire to have; 
and that alone makes the Difference between those of ſu- 
perior Rank, and the mean Vulgar. Are the green Live- 
| Footmen 
hir'd, thePaintings perform'd by the beſt Hands, the Baſlet 
and Ombre Tables, the Turkey Carpits, Italian Tables, 
Arras Hangings, the Peer Glaſſes, perfum'd Wax-Lights, 
etherial Spirits for the Lamps? Are they ready as I order d? 


I'll create Admiration when I'm ſeen abroad, and Surprize 
at home, 5 


Stew. Confider, Madam, how vaſt the Expence will be, 
and not even the firſt Quality make ſuch an Appearance. 
Mrs. Win. Then I ſhall be more regarded, | 


Stew. Where will this end! 5 


Mrs. 


rs, 
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Mrs. Win. In my Satisfaction. 
| Enter Mrs. Decoy. 

Dec. Good Morrow, my ſweet Lady. 

Mrs. Vin. This is a Favour, 

Stew.' On my Life a decay'd Gentlewoman, turn'd errant 
viſiting Bawd, who, by her extraordinary Civilities, gains 
Admittance into Families, and carries Meſſages, re- 
commends Gallants to married Women, and Miſtreſles to 
their Husbands: Teaches young Girls the Way to Ruin, 
and, like the Devil, lies at the Ear of Innocence to propa- 
gate Deſtruction. | Aſide, 
1 L muſt ſhew you my new Set of Plate and 

Dec. Your Ladyſhip's Woman juſt now oblig'd me with 
the Sight of them. They areclegantly fancied the blue 
and white China under tlie front Peers, and the gold and 
green on each Side makes an agreeable Compoſition; then 
the Diſhes, Plates, and Salvers for the Desert, are wonder - 
ful curious. N 

Mrs. Vin. I made use of your Intereſt to Monſieur Sur- 
rat for mn. | | 

Stew. For whichReason you pay'd double, and ſhe had 


large Brokeridge. [ Aſide. 


8. Win. He intended em for a certain Dutcheſs, but 
was afraid ſhe would not give a Price, therefore he rather 
chose, upon your Recommendation, to let me have em. 


Dec. I'm highly oblig d to him for the Favour. 


Stew. After they had been carried from Door to Door, 
and offer d to half the Ladies Women about Town. [ Aſide. 
Dec. The Deſign of the Silver Plate, and the ſurpaſſing 
Faſſion of the Gold are moſt exquiſite. ES 

Mrs. Vin. Novelty is the Delight of Nature, Mrs. De- 
coy, 1 would have nothing that is mine look like what has 
been before. 

Dec. I had like to have forgot, I muſt entreat your 
Ladyſhip to ſubscribe to the new Opera, all the People of 
Quality ire engag d; it will be wonderful fine, new Cloaths 
and Scenes, new Singers and Dancers, and the beſt Col- 


lection of Eunuchs and Airs that ever yet came from Italy. 


Mrs. Win. Give Mrs, —_ ten Guineas for the Su 
ſeription. e 2 Stew. 
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Stew. Five of which will be her own. The Sollicitor is 


always better paid thro' whose Hands the Mony comes, 
than the Lawyer who carries on the Cause. [ Aſede. 


Mrs. Vin. I intend to open my Aſſembly in two or 
three Boy. | | 
Dec. I have ſeen nothing comparable to your Preparati- 
ons, they are all, in England, more like Gaming Houſes 
than Aſſemblies. But you'll even out-ſhine an Iralian 
Prince's Court. | | . 

Mrs. Vin. O you are very obliging, you'll ſtay and dine 
with me to-day. 8 

Dec. * The Coach waits at the Door. 

Mrs. Win. © You ſhall have one of mine. 

Dec. I would ſtay, but I have a great many Viſits to 
make this Morning. 1 could not paſs by the Door, without 
taking the Liberty to tender my Duty. I beſcech your Lady- 
ſhip to excuse me.—A happy Day ſhine on your Ladyſhip. 

Exit. 

Mrs. Win. Well, I would not endure the Country Con- 
verſation again, to be Lady of fix Mannors: What a Stir 
they make about Houswifry ; and breeding their Daugh- 
ters as if they were deſign'd for Service. The eldeſt dreſſes 
her Lady-Mother, and doesthe Office of her Woman; the 
next is in the Place of Chamber Maid, makes the Beds, 
ſweeps out the Rooms, and works plain Work, another 
reads the Art of Cookery, raiſes Paſte, and attends the Kit- 


chen; and a fourth looks after the Dairy, feeds the Poultry. 


and gathers in the Eggs. Ver Accompliſhments 
for Women of Birth — Nn Thea the Men are ſuch 
Wretches !-— To hear a Fellow make himself and his 
Horse merry with whiſtling ; to observe with what So- 
lemnity they keep their Wakes, what Delight there is in 
Cock- fighting; O, the harmonious Muſick of the Hounds, 
and the Melody of their Maſter's Snoring after a hard Day 


of Hunting! 


Stew. You liv'd then, ſecure and innocent; beloy'd of 
all; prais'd for your Hoſpitality : You might be envied, 


but Malice knew not where you dwelt. 


Mrs. Win. You imagin you havetalk'd wiscly, no doubt 


our Maſter would do well to ſend you back with the 
Title of Head-Bailiff. Stem. 


1 
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Stew, How, Madam : g 
Mrs. Vin. Even ſo. 
Stew. I'm a Gentleman. ; 
Mrs. Vin. A Country Gentleman, which may be made, 
out of a City Scavenger, or a Kent: ſtreet Broom- man. 
Stew, You may ſay what you please, I have more Man- 
ners than to dispute with a Lady. 
Enter My. Winwife. 
Min. How now, what's the Matter? 
Stew. Nothing, Sir. | 
Win, Angry, my Dear ? 
Mrs. Win. I am angry to be ſo miserably reſtrain d. 
Win. In what do you accuse me? Have I not obey'd all 


thy Deſires? Even to a Fault, againſt my own Reason; 


ys the Country, chang'da calm and retir'd Life for 
is wild Town, compos'd of Noise and Extravagancy. 
Mrs. Win. What Extravagancy more than is neceſſary 
for a Woman of my Birth and Education. £3 
Min. Tam not ignorant of your Quality; but you muſt 
remember you are my Wife; you ſhall have the Respect 
due to your Birth, the beſt Equipage my Fortune will af- 
ford you, without my Ruin. Tho' you weigh me in a 
partial Scale, I muſt take the Liberty to tell you, that you 
are ill-· advis d, © your ſtudied Ways of Pride and coſtly 
Ceremony, your new Aſſemblz, Change of gaudy Fur- 
© niture, fifty Guinea Suppers, for my Lord, your Kinſ- 
© man's, Entertainments for t'other, Lady Aunt, and 
« Couſins ; Perfumes to ſtifle us at home, and abroad; 


© you appear more motly than the French or the Ve- 


« netian. © 
Mrs. Vin. Have you done, Sir? 

Hin. Lour Extravagancy in Dreſs, your jewels of ex- 
ceſſive Value: Something might here be ſav d with Credit 
to your Birth and Honour. I could urge more. 

Mrs. Vin. Pray do, I like your Homily of Thrift 
r 
' Win. I wiſhyou would not game ſo much. 

Mrs. Win. A Gameſter too ! 

Win. You ſee not thro' the Myſtery of the Cards and 
Dice; you make not Play a Paſtime, but a Toil. 

8 — Mrs. 
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Mrs. Vin. Good, proceed. 

Hin. Another Freedom you take, which affects as well 
your Character as my Eſtate; your Revels in the Night, 

our Maſquerades. My Thoughts acquit you of any diſ- 
. Action, but the Virtuous know tis not enough 
to clear themſelves, but to give no Cauſe for others to ſuſ- 
pect. The Authority of a Husband ſhould not be deſpis d. 

Mrs. Vin. Nor the Liberty of a Wife reſtrained, 

Min. My Honour is in your Poſſeſſion. 

Mrs. Vin. My Fortune in yours. Have you conclu- 
ded your Lecture? DES PIES, 

Hin. 1 have done. 

Mrs. in. Tho? you veil your avaritious Meaning, un- 
der the ſpecious Names of Modeſty and Frugality ; I find 
you would debar me of my Liberty. Would youbury me 
alive? Shut me up in my eld Priory a hundred Miles off, 

and bring Nunneries in Faſhion again? I brought a good 
Fortune; my whole Family makes a Figure in the World, 
and ſhall I be the Madam Frippery of it? Wear no better 


* than they givetheir Waiting-women, or truck for China 


& with the Merchants from Rag Fair2 + 
Enter Sir Harry Freelove. 

Min. Sir Harry your Servant, I'm glad you are come to 
be Witneſs to the Reſolution I have taken, which is, that 
I will this Day begin to live freely, and promiſe to my {ſelf 

c // w » 
Sir H. Tou never can want that, being poſſeſs d of ſo 
mühen r 
Miu. | now perceive the Folly of my Thrift, have 


thought upon the Delicacy of your Taſte, my Dear, and 


ſhall correct the ruſtick Manner I once ſo much admir'd. 
I am delighted with the Gayneſs of your Temper, charm'd 
with your Freedom, like what you like, and will purſue 
the Joys of Life, ſpare no Expence, but laugh at Fenury, 
which is the Miſer's Curſe, who dares not uſe the Wealth 
he is poſſeſsd of, the very Cheſt wherein it lies conceal'd 
enjoys as much of it as he; That cannot taſte, the Owner 
dares not. O Pleaſure! Why haſt thou fled from. me ſo 
long? But now I bid thee welcome to this Habitation: Let 
the Steward attend me, and all my Servants; let each F 701 


1 A a 


De Artful Huchand, 17 
be chang d, no ſtiff Formality be ſeen. My Hoſpitable 


well Doors open wide to all my Friends; nay, the whole 
light, World ſhall find a Welcome here. 

y diſ- Enter Steward and Servants. 

ough MW Iorder you to obey your Lady in all ſhe pleases to com- 
o fuſe mand; let her be denied no Mony, Bills, or any thing that 
pls' bounteous Heaven hath given me. I baniſh lean jaw'd Fru- 


| ity the Place, let Liberality be ſhewn in all your proper 
on er Be gone, and follow my Directions. 1 80 


aclue Exeunt Steward and Servants. 

Ts Mrs. in. You ſurprize me, now you are obliging I 

mult conſeſs. 

un- Enter Servant. 

find Ser. Madam, the Painter attends to know if you are at 
me leiſure to ſit. 

off, Mrs. V. Dol look well this Morning? [To Mr. Win. 
00d Vin. Admirable! 

old, Si: H. No time ſo fit; you ſeem to have a triumphant 
tter Satisfaction in your Face, which will give ſuch a Spirit to 


nina the Painter, that if Art fail, Inspiration will ſupply the 
8ʃ defect, and force him to give ſuch Touches, that nothing 


but the Original can exceed. | 
e to Win. I beg, my Dear, you won't lose the Opportunity. 
hat Mrs W. Your Servant, Sir Harry. | Exit Mrs. Win. 
{elf Win. Are Mr. Hazard, Mr. Picquet, and the two La- 
: dies come. | | 
ſo Sir H. They're in the next Room, Drinking, Gaming, 
ä Swear ing and Ranting. 
ve Vin. Ah, they re ſo planted, ſhe muſt paſs by them as 
nd ſhe went out, and the Sight will heighten my Extrava- 


d. gance, and make her believe I really am, what I only ſeem 
1d to be. Prithee lose fifty Pieces to oblige me, that will 
ue gratify em for their Trouble; II repay you. 


. Sir H. O that's done already. 

th Win. J hear my Wife coming, do youreceive her, Exit. 
d Enter Mrs. Winwoite. | 

er Mrs. Min. Sir Harry, where's Mr. Winwife? & 

ſo Sir H. In the next Room, engag d up to the Ears in 

et Wine, Beauty, Dice and Ill-luck; he has only loſt'two or 
b ee e : three 
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three hundred Pieces fince 2 left us. They have com? 
N. | 


plimented me too out of fi 
Enter Mr. Winwife. N 
Mrs. Win. Sir Harry ſays, my Dear, you have loſt two 
or three hundred Pieces; I'm ſorry for your Ill-Luck. 
Win, That's more than ever you was for your own, my 
Dear. „„ a ; "ag 
Mrs. Win. Why ſo, my Dear | 
Win. Becauſe it you had, you'd never have play'd again, 
my Dear. T3 BET Ce Og 
Mrs. Vin. You are upon croſs Purpoſes. | 
Min. No, Faith, I am upon direct Purpoſes; © The 
« Bottle, a Wench, anda merry Mane. 
* Mrs. Vin. Ihope you don't bring ill Women into my 
House ? 8 | 
in. | have not ſearch'd for their Vices yet, but I ſup- 
pose I may when I please. You know what's writ upon 
all Houses that are to be let, Enquire within, you ay 


know further, Will you go in and take a Bottle wi 
REDS = /// Ob RT OP ER TIS. 
Mrs. Win. Oty, Iam going abroad. - 
Win. Whither? N 8 0 

Mrs. Win. Een whither I please. 

Nin. Shall I wait on you to your Coach? 

Mrs. Vin. By no means. | 

| Manent Sir Harry and Mr. Winwife. 

Win. Tis a ſtrange Humour I have undertaken, to 
Dance, Play, Entertain, appear as Grand, and pretend to 
ſpend as faſt as ſne can. I think 1 have begun pretty 


Exit. 


well too. 65% tweed 
; or H. I can't perceive the Advantage you hope for 
it 1 VV 
"Him. It muſt, if ſhe has any Judgment to think what 
will naturally follow, frighten her into Reason, by bei 
the Glaſs wherein ſhe may behold the Deformities ſhedoats 
on. If thisdon'tcure her Extravagancy, only a Miracle 


* muſt, for I can never use her rudely.-— But how ſtands 


our Affair with her Ladyſhip? Does Sir Modiſh continue 
| is Attack ſtill? _- 5 158 4, 7 
Sir H. O, more vigorous than ever There's ay — 

5 EV 
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Rival has lately appeared, one Mr. Stockwell, a rich Citi- 
zen, who hopes to gain her; not by his Merit, but by 
boaſting of hisRiches, and abuſing all Things that are 
able. The Death of her Husband ſhe thought a Dalive- 
« rance from the City, and abhors every thing that be- 
© longs to it, much more the returning again with a Crea- 
ture of the ſame Species. Shall I beg you'd let one of 
your Servants ſtep to her Ladyſhip, and tell her I intend to 
pay her a Viſit presently. . 

Win. We'll take a Diſh of Tea in the mean time. 

Exeunt. 
8 CE N E, the Street near L. Ursranxr's Houſe. 
Enter Belinda in a Chair. 

Bel. Chairman, wait at the Corner of the Street. 

Ch. Yes, Madam. | | 

Bel. Youdon't know me. 

Ch. Your Ladyſhip need not fear us. 
Bel. Answer no impertinent Queſtions; where you 
took me up, or who lam. 

Ch. No, Madam, - wereall the World to ſee what we 
« ſee, 'twould make a ſtrange Uproar. What a Slaughter 
« of Maiden-hcads could we discover: And how many 
« (Cuckolds could we make run Horn-mad, Pi letting 
them into the Secret they never dream'd of. 
[ Bel. knocks. 


Enter Servant. 

Bel. Is your J. ady within? 

Ser. Who is this? But 'tis no Matter; we have more 
Comers and Goers, than a Bee-hive in a Summers Day. 
¶Aſide.] She's dreſſing, and will be at leisure presently, 
Pray walk in Madam. | [ Exennt, 


SCENE araws, diſcovers Lady UrSTART at & Toylet dref- 
ing, Madamoiſelle and her Engliſh Maiting-woman. 


Mad. Vel, Madam, you be de very accompliſh'd Lady 
of de Varld; dat de Art and de Nature did never ſee dem- 
{elves ſo agreeably met together before. De Dreſs of de 
Head, de Dreſs of de Body, de Dreſs of de little pretty Feet, 
make you de grand Perfection. | * 
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;d. Ah, Madamoisclle, what are we Engh/ſh Ladies in- 
ode to the Politeneſs of the French ! How much do 
we owe to you that oblige us with the Artof Dreſs! You 
bring us the Life, the Spirit, the Belle Ayre, the Fenſtay 

„without which" Eaſtern Merchants, and the 
ira Slaves might toil to no Purpose for Gold and Silk. 
Our own Produce would ſerve to cover the unpoliſh'd 
Things this Ruſtick Iſland holds. They are heavy Crea- 
tures, and want a great many ſuch Miſſionaries as your 
Engliſh ſelf, to their barbarous Cuſtoms, 
Mad. Vere your Ladyſhip to ſee de Chambre Maid Fran- 
cois? She have much de gallanter Ayre dan de City Alder- 
men, or the Knight's Lady. Nay, ſhe would pa for de 


Engliſh Woman 8 ä 
9 771 Deteſtable, w ische Thin ng doing? [To the Maid. 
Maid. The Side of your Gown did not fit even. 


Wid. What fa ſt chou, Wretch ? Prithee touch me not, 
thou car'ſt not ſee, Thing: Thy Hands are like a Pair of 
Bear's Paws, that flop on every thing. 

' Maid. Ius to pede your Ladyſhip. 

Wid. Please me! Why, thou never did ſt touch any 
thing about me, but 1 fancied my ſelt in a Croud, or at 
a Country Wedding, where they pull and haul one ano- 
ther's Cloaths off Fir Backs, | 
' Maid. Ibeg your Ladyſhip' s Pardon ; I did notintendto. 
offend your Ladyſhip. 
| wid, Thou mean ſt well, Thing; but Prithee remove 
that walking Compoſition of Nature ill put together, let 
me not ſee thee: [ Exit Maid.] How easy does every thin 
fit. Your Genius is wonderful; you but touch, and a 
inan Inſtant obeys! It's — Magic! How tunefully 
your Fingers bring together Ornaments, that cover the 
Miſtakes which Nature makes, that Art nity have her 

ſhare of Praise. 

Enter Servant introducing Belinda. 
Bel. Vour Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. 

Wid. O Belinda, you are come to viſit on the old dis- 
opfectbe ory, I fuppose. ' 

Bel. Injur' 2 may ſeem clamotous indeed to 
those who poſſeſs their Right, and keep the needy Sufferer 
in continu | Want without Remorse. Wi 4 


> 
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id. Bleſs me, how impertinent ſhe is! Can ſt thou 
think I trouble my ſelf about Right and W Child? 
My Lawyer tells me, all I have's my own, and I have fo 
entire a in him, | can never alter my Opinion. 
rr BOT Thar A nity of 
m 4 = i - -- 8 x 4 
| bel. My Father left me his only Child, and with me 
ten thousand Pounds, which your late Husband got Poſ- 
ſeſſion of, pretending to be my Guardian: Bur at ſixteen 
Years of Age he turu d me, and the Servant that waited 
on me, out of Doors, well knowing 1 was deſtitute of 
Friends to do me Juſtice, and left my Innocence a Prey to 
vicious Men; A dying, you became poſſeſs d of all his ill 
got Wealth. „„ „ent | n. op 

Iid. Prodigious ! 1 | 

Bel. T re to you I make m Appeal, and 
my Wrongs may find Redreſs, if , ght can move — 


Ak 


any Sparks of Tenderneſs remain. 

Wid. Insolent Creature? 

Bel. D'you think the Injur'd will not ſpeak, or Wrongs 
like mine muſt gountold ? No; Violence, Oppreſſion, and 
Injuſtice will make ſilent Meekneſs find a Tongue; D*you 
think the Oppreſs d can ſleep on the hard Ground, and ne- 
ver groan? No, I muſt, nay, will ſpeak, if I can have no 
other Recompence. | | 
Mid. Intolerable! 

Bel. You may fret, but. 

Mid. I ſhall find Means — . 

Bel. Were all your Feathers gain d by Fraud, ſeizʒ d by 
their lawful Owners, you'd be the Crow again. 


Mid. Bleſs me, I ſhall faint—— [Gives a Purſe of Gold. 
There's ſomething for you out of Charity to my ſelf, but 


never let me ſee you more. Not gone yet! O Torment, 
hideous Torment! 
Bel. Not ſee you! I'll haunt you in all publick Places, 
run Mad, expose my ſelf,” and be moſt Wretched to be re- 
veng'd on you. [ Throws on the Ground.) Think you I'll 
ſtoop ſo low, or that I want an Ams? | 
Mid. What will become of me!'Iſha'n't * 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
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Com , Health and Quiet these ſix Months. 
Nr notoutof — Creature ? 

Bel. I willnot go till I have left a Sting, ſharp as the Ad- 
ders, which ſtrike Contagion thro' your Soul. Life 
ſhallbe hateful to you; 2 the Power t' ex- 
pel it but my ſelf. When have Ease, you may expect to 

to find it, but not before. 

id. Conyulfions; Horrors! O. ſhe Maſſacres me! Save 
me, from the outragious Creature! 

Mad. Vat do you mean by all dis Rudeneſs ! She be de 
Lady of Faſhion. Pray vere be _ Manners? | 

Bel. Stand by, Ape. 

Mad. Tis very vel, dat you ans vat have l 
done? Metinks de Diable do make de grande Uproar in 
her for me part. 

Bel. May the repeated PR ſhower' down on thy 
dead Husband's Head, ripen en thine. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Sir Harry Freelove has erer your Lady- 
ſhip he is coming to viſit you. 

Bel. If he finds me here I'm 4 [ Aſide, Exit. 

id. ſhall be at home, if I bveſo long. oO! ! give me 


Air. S [Exeunt. 
| SCENE, The Street. 
Enter Belinda meeting Sir 2 
Sir H. By Heaven 'tis ſhe ! 
Gentle Shadow do not fy, 


Leave not your Lover in Deſpair to Die, 


Bel. Why do you then pursue your Fate ? — Are you 
really in Love with me? 

Sir H. By HeavenIam. 

Bel. Iam glad on't. 

Sir H. Then you approve my Paſſion. 

Bel, Yes, to lau - at it Your Servant, Sir Harry, 
Iam going to viſit a Lady that lives at that House, and muſt 
beg your Pardon. 

Sir H. Madam, I'll wait on you. 

Bel. By no mean s. 


ou 
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Sir HF. I cannot leave you. 

| Bel. You muſt For Shame, what will they think? 
Sir H. Nothing to my Prejudice. 

Bel. But they will to mine. I ſee you value your own 

Curioſity before my Reputation, 

Sir H. Ivaluemy own Quiet. 


Bel. Out upon your intolerable Aſſurance. 


Sir H. A Lover can't offend a Woman of Sense, when 
all he ſays and does is meant to please. Vour Charms, like 
Fate, compel my trembling Steps, and my fix d Eyes to 

and follow where you fly. | 

Bel. Undone! As 1 live the Man's really in Love. He 
talks Nonſense! Bleſs me, Sir, I begin to pity you. 

Sir H. I wiſh I could perſuade you to the Charity 
I moſt want. 

Bel. What's that? 

Sir H. To know your Name and Habitation. ; 

Bel. O, I would not be viſited by you for the World; 
*twould be a ſubſtantial Scandal, without having the Plea- 
ſureof deserving it. | 


Sir H. *Twould be your own Fault then] muſt wait 


on you. 8 

Bel. The Woman that gives Occaſion for Scandal, and 
lives in Fear of it, is like a Coward under the continual => 
prehenſion of Fighting, yet quarrels with every body 
one doubts her Virtue, as the other does his 
which betrays em both into the Misfortune they endea- 
vour to ſhun. | 

Sir H. What gives and takes away? Why, Scandal: If 
Scandal be ſilent, then Reputation is ſecure. | 

Bel. So that at your Rate, Reputation may be trifled 
with, like playing for ſmall Sums of Mony, till you're 
drawn into Ruin. E 

Sir H. I have known a Sempſtreſs, a Mantua-Maker, or 
a Waiting-Woman, rob a Person of Quality of her Repu- 
tation, for no other Reason, than that ſhe would not give 
the firſt her Price; let the ſecond cheat her, and the third 
N of her Cloaths, before ſhe thought fit to leave em 
off: Therefore no more of Reputation, I beſeech you 

* "wy 
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Now you can make no Objection, Madam, why you 
| ſhould not admit your humble Servant to attend you. = 
Bel. I had rather you would not. & | 
Sir H. Tho I may ſeem troublesome, I beg you'll ex- 
6 1 | 
Bel. Excuse you ! Yes, Jes, by all means. 
Sir H. Should I offend you a little, you'll forgive one 
Time or other. | 5 
Bel. That's done as ſoon as ask d. | | 
. 68 lake 6s kpdlippetuct 
| Bel. O very obliging Tl firſt make an Apolo 
you may?! T Lady, ard in two or three Ware 
Sir H. I muſt believe, or affront her for ever. If ſhe 
ſhould attempt to play me a Trick, having hous'd her, I ſhall 
get ſome Intelligence. ¶ Bel. knocks at the Door, entertains 
the Servunt with dumb Shew. Exit. 
Sir H. Pray, whose House is this? [To Servant going in. 
Ser. The Lady Frederick s. Does your Honour want 
any of the Fami). . 

Sir H. No, no My Lady Frederic“ s] She muſt be of 
Note by her Acquaintance She ſtaysa little of the longeſt. 
Enter Servant, and paſſes forward. 

O, here comes Introduction Not yet ! Gad, I have not 
Patience to ſtay any longer. [ Knocks, 

I beg the F 0 — | 
the Favour you'd inform t that came to viſit 

de ke of ls Houte, that I wait her Commands. 

Maid. As for my Lady, ſhe is out of Town, and the 
Gentlewoman you ſpeak of is gone. 

Sir H. Gone! Which Way 

Maid. Out at the Back-Door. 

Sir H. Who is ſhe ? Rp 

Maid. You know as well as I, Sir? 

Sir H. She ſaid ſhe came to viſit your Lady. 

Maid. You areimpos'dupon, indeed, Sir. 

Sir H. It can't be. 8 

Maid. Moſt certainly; for ſhe told me you were a Stran- 
ger, and had been very troublesome to her in the Street, 
and begg d of me to let her go thro the House, that ſhe 
might get rid of you. | Sir 


hs jo d Hood Hol, edt hd 


2 Sir H. And is ſhe ? | 
you Maid. Upon my Word ſhe is. 
Sir H. Yours, Child. ; 
EM Maid. O, your humble Servant. I think you are rights 
ex: iy fitted. Exit. 


Sir H. If I lay hold on heragain Why ſheliferve 


| me after the ſame Manner, if ſhe does, may I become a 
one BY Bubble to every Sharper, jilted by every Petticoat, deſpis'd 
ora ittal by all the Town—— Damn d She Devil, who 
has more Tricks in her Head than a ] at his Finger's 
chat e — — ſets 
| inquiſitive Husband, who is and yet 
vanes Cickoldom at Defiance. 4 


he Woman, the 7 til Miſtreſs of her Art, x 
f In Love can ſhift and Le — 4 

ſhall 

Play a ſafe Game, to loſe or gain a Heart. * 


coo QT: en 
enot | SCENE, BELINX DAV Houſe. 
ks, 
1 Enter Mr. Stockwell and Mrs. Decoy. 


Dec. I Have done my Endeavours, left no Stone unturn'd, 
taken a Lodging in this House, where ſhe lives, 
got into her Acquaintance, and cannot yet prevail on her to 
lee you : Who ſhe is related to, where ſhe came from, 
Country or City, what Fortune or Quality, it's impoſſible 
to discover: She's ſo reſerv'd, ſhe no body: She's a 
ewel, Mr. Stockwell, and if you have Spirit to purchase 
, ſhe's worth. 
Stock, I muſt ſee her then, I can't live without her: Pd 
givehalf my Eſtate for a Smile, ſhe is 


Gig Dec. Ineverwas ſo put toitbefore, by Maid, Wife or 


Widow: My Art fails me; but Ill try once more. I could 
t ſhe ¶ axe ſworu no Woman had been invincible. Goll, Gold 
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y impoſes on a too 
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Man, muſt do the Buſineſs: When ſhe ſees the Temptation 

in ber Lap, ſhell be a Dande, Ill warrant you: Tho' the 

Godcouldr not perſuade, Gold conquer d for him. Be gone, 

retire quickly; I ſee her coming. Exit Stockwell. 

Enter Belinda. 

_« Bel. Thanks to kind Heaven for this Deliverance. 
L am ſo frighted, I can hardly think my ſelf ſafe. How 
« my Heart flutters. 

Dec. I'm glad you're come Home, Child; Mr. Stockwell 

has waited for you this Hour. Come, you muſt not re- 

fuse; good Offers are to be laid hold on; he may be your 

Friend as long as you live. What a filly Trifle do you make 

a Rout about. You ſhan't be ſo ſqueamiſn; ſhan't deny 

him You'll ſee him, won't you, Precious? 
Bel. You ſay I muſt ſee him. 

Dec. O by all means. 
Bel. Well then. 
Dec. Shall I fetch him? 

Bel. Why, as you will. „ 
Dec. There's my Sweeting, my dear Angel. [Exit Dec. 
Bel. What Guard wants tender Innocence, to reſiſt ſuck 

artful Snares, cover d with Gravityand Age: A Matron's 

« Face, varniſh'd with Charity and Goodneſs. * How 

ſanctified, at firſt Glance, a reverend Go-between appears, 

That Face might borrow Mony of a Miser, deceive a 

Prieſt at the very Altar : Nay, if Tears were added, which 

on Occaſion can be found, ſhe might command an Eye re- 

lenting from a ſavage Arab. She's Virtue's Viper; bat 
that Viper may be ſo prepar d, that it ſhall be an Antidote to 
its own Venom. | | | 

Enter Stockwell and Decoy. | 

Dec. Now, now; now's the Time, or never: She'slike 
Metal, fuſing in the Furnace, a Blaſt or two, and then ſhe'll 
melt. | would not have given ſo good a Character of 
him, if I did not know him, Madam. Mr.Stockweltis an 
honoutable Gentleman, and a rich Man, I aſſure you, which 
is all in all. You ſhall ſmile on him, he ſhan'tbeungrateful, 
(She ſmiles on Stock.) I think that's ſome Encouragement, 
dear Bird, And now I have done all I can do, Wag 


" 
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.— o your beſt. (Io Stock.) I'm in great Hopes, Mr. Srock- 
* but I won't be troublesome. Ah, ah, ah. [ Exit. 
gone Stock. The Sweets of Lillies (Salutes her.) Jeſſamin 
well. and Roſes dwell on thoge Lips; to touch is to be tranſport- 

ed, Madam. 
ance, Bel, Sir, NE To 1 

Stock. You are wondrous fair: The more my Eyes uſurp 
a Priviledge to gaze, the greater's my ze. 
kwell Bel. I can't have that Opinion of my ſelf, and therefore 
t re- ¶ muſt believe you flatter me. 

Stock, Tis your Town Fops that are inlovewith them- 
nake ſelves, that don't regard what they fay to the Ladies, do 
deny I that: Why, Madam, one of those Whip d-Cream Cox- 
combs will ſpend half a Day doating on his Glaſs, pratin 
to himself, and practiſing Grimaces againſt he goes abroad. 
Such are, in Reality, conſtant Admirers of nothing but 
themselves, and therefore think every body that looks at 
em of the ſame Opinion. | 
Bel. Indeed, 228 ] a. own! tou like the 
Jo. WH impertinent Vanity nceit of the young Fellows now 
— a · days, who have robb d every Age nd Degree of our Sex, 
of how little Trifles, which were agreeable enough in 


— Women, but are intolerably nauſeous in Men. 
Foals Stock, Truly, Madam, they have ſtole Paint from the - 
* ity, and Patches from the Citizen's Wives; Oaths, 


re Blaſphemy,and the affected Riggle from the filthy common 
hick 5 the —— 1 — 
bat but of what? Why, a Peticoat. 
fee * * is the Matter, Mr. Stockwell, what ſudden Fit 

5 ſeiz d you. | 

Stock. © Madam, Love! Love! One Smile, my Goddeſs, : 
[like or my Heart will burſt in two. | 
hell WM , Bel. This is not becoming a Person of your Gravity, 
oe of that ſhould be Maſter of a cooler Conduct, if you expect 
is an to be believ'd. h "ps , 
hich Stock, I vow to Gad, tis ſincere. Were L poſſeſs d of 
eful, MW Ovid's Softneſs, I ſhould want Art to tell thee th'Vaſtneſs 
ent, of my Paſſion. 4 Up 
e to Bel. Don't be angry if Im a little Infidel, I cannot help 

diſtruſting 


* C Stock. 


„% I left hen. 


Stock. I'll put it out of the Power of Doubt; and to co 
firm your wav'ring Faith, here'sa convincing Proof. Til 
now my chief Blits was Wealth, but you have made a Con- 
vert. This Purse is yours, this Ring and this Bank-Bill. 
Give me leave to go home, and I'll return loaden with 
Riches, that will ſatisfy the _—y Appetite of Avarice it 
, ſelf: You ſhall poſſeſs it all. let me but _ 

Bel. You may prove as false as a Chalk-fac'd, whining 
Flatterer, under the Cover of a fair Wig, alac'd Coat, or a 
Hat and Feather. They, I am told, proteſt juſt as you do. 

Stock. O never; they han't it in their Power to make 
Love as Ido. Poor Dogs! not worth a Groat. 

Bel, Tis prudent not to believe too haſtily, | 
—_— I don't blame your Caution; you're the more va- 

uable. . | | 

Bel, I dread being deceiv'd; 'tis ſuch a Mortification to 
a poor, eaſy, good-natur'd Woman. 

Stock. Impoſſible, when I give ſuch undoubted Security. 

Bel. You Men are false, even tho you pay for the Deceit. 

Stock, I never can. ; 
Bel. Vou ſay ſo now. 

Stock. You ſhall believe me. 

Bel. I may too ſoon. | | 

Stock. Give mea Smile to live upon; bleſs me with a 
| kind Word, | [She ſmiles. 
Bel. I muſt own I don't diſlike you. 

Stock. Nor never ſhall, 

Bel. I hope you never give me Occaſion. 

Stock, You' 2 me to wait on you again? 

Bel. If you please. 

Stock. Shall I be happy? - 

Bel. You put me out of Countenance. You'll anger 
me if you proceed, | . 

Stock. Not for the World. 

Bel. Then don't be naughty. | | 

Hos I won't offend, but take my leave. You'll think 
of me? 

Bel. To be ſure. Exit Belinda. 


Stock. Now for the rich Widow, the Lady Upſtart. If 


I can marry her, and get Poſſeſſion of her Eſtate, 1 — 


my 


VS, > Fo 


Joy! Joy! O howl hug myſelf thus wrapt in Pleasure! 
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dung Creature's Person, I am. happy for ever. O Wealth! 
ow wilt thou bleſs me: O Beauty, how wilt thou delight 
me! No luxurious Few was ever happier in a Hand-maid. 


Exit. 
SC E NE, Lady UrsTART's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Upſtart and Madamoiſelle. 

wid. What Impertinence am I tatigu'd with. That 
troublesome, noiſy Creature Belinda, has ſo disorder d me, 
he wants her own. If every body was to have their 
Right, as ſhe calls it, I might be ſoon oblig d to return into 
the City, and lay aſide my Equipage: But let my Husband 
answer in the other World what he has done in this, ſo 
they ll let me be at Quiet. 

Mad. Deir Right, be deir Poverty; lete dem keep deir 
Poverty; de vise Man never tink of de Right or de Vrong, 
{o he getté de Monet. De Conſcience be de Children 
Baulle Vill Conſcience keepe de Coach and fix ? Vill 
Conſcience buys de Title? Vill Conſcience maintain de 
Grand Equipage? Vill Conſcience make a de Courtier. O 
fe, te, fe F Conſciexcebegood for nothing at all; it be like 
de Ruff, out of de Faſhion. , 

- Enter Servant. ; 

Ser. Madam, your Nephew, from the French Academy. 

Mid. When he has adjuſted himself, let him come in. 
he Wretch has ſo much of the Cit in him, I ſhall ne- 
ver be able to give him a Taſte of this End of the Town. 
Hampſhire and London are not ſo far aſunder, as the City 
and St. Fames's, Here we are a la mode de Paris, there 
they ore a la mode de Champagne. | 

Mad, Vere your Latiſhip to ſee de City of Paris. 

Wid. I think I muſt make a Tour, Madamoifelle. 

Mad. De very Vulgar haye de Ayre of deQualite of all 
oder Nation, every body be de Gentilman and de Lady. De 
French vould not live in En;land, it it vere not out of 
Charits to teachè dem Manners, and inſtru& dem in de 
Belle Ayre. And if it be poſſible to putte de Manners into 
Maitr Francois, Monſieur Comps is de only Person in de 


vole Vorld. De Loſs of him in France, be more dan de 
| C2 | Loſs 


% 
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Loſs by de vole Vorld Religion . He left his Coun- 
try for de Religion not for de Profit, me do aſſure you; he 
be de Man of more Generoſity. 

Enter Frank Flaſh. | a 
 , Vid. Well, Nephew, I hope you have brought a Minuet, 
ſomeFrench,and a great deal ot Manners from the Academy. 
Flaſh. Ouy Madamoiſelle. 3 
Mad. Do you ſee Alteration in his Manner? De Figure 
Bleſs me, he be de new made Creature. | 
3 [Flaſh makes pert and awkard Geſtures, 
Wid. Let me ſee how you can addreſs a Lady. Addreſs 
: | ' 


Med. Vel, it be vonderful Surprize ! You ſent (He ſalutes 
ber.) de] won t ſay what, to de Academy, but ſee, de 
Gentleman return d to you. [Flaſh gives himſelf Aires. 

Flaſh. I proteſt Madam I don't know my ſelf. — 
Bleſs me, I vow to gad Why, I have forgot where the 
Bank ſtands. May I be ſtifled if the Exchange is not a 
meer Bear-Garden, for Noise and Confuſion. Confound 
me, Madam, if I don't think you have fav'd me from Ruin, 
I ſhould never have been fit for any thing, if I had ſtaid in 
the City behind a Counter, but a Muck-Worm. They 
would have taught me Transfer, Discount, Stock and 
Block, Bottom-rea, Insurance, Aſſurance, Eaſt-India, South- 


Sea, and African-Stock. Ay, and | ſhould have learn'd to 


prattle to a Cyſtomer, and been a good Shop-man, as they 
. call it. How ſmart the young Mercers look with their 
Hair in Buckle, travelling to Spittle- Fields in the Morning 
to the dirty Weavers; and, at Noon, comb it out to ſtand 
at the Door, and bow to every Gentleman's Coach that 
paſſes, to persuade their Neighbours tho they have little to 
do in their Shops, that they have a c able hawking 
Trade at t other End of the Town. 151 

Wid. I think the Child's Wits improß f. | 


Mad. If your Latiſhip please to permit Maitre Francois | 


and me, ve vil dance de Minuet and den you vil ſee. 
Flaſh. Votre tres humble Serviteur 2 
d they dance. 


| . [ Mad. ſrngs 
Wid. Very well, Nephew, indeed, 
| | Flaſh. 
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Flaſh. Egad, Ibelieve Madamoiſelle likes me, ſhe ſays ſo 
many fine Things of me to my Aunt. [ Afede. 
Mad. You be de ſweet Gentilman, and 
Flaſh. array, 1 Tis fo, as I live, ſhe's in love with 
me; I'll try heralittle further, my Aunt will take it for 
Gallantry. | [Aſede. 
Mad. He vill certainly captivate the Ladies Hearts. 
Flaſh. O Lard, O Lard, no body but a Woman of excel- 
lent 2 Parts and Quality, can judge with ſo refin d 


a Taſte. She underſtands Manners I find, by the juſt * 4 
nion ſhe has of me. ( Aide.) O Madamoiſelle, yours is 
only Heart I ſhould be proud to conquer. | 

Mad, O Monſieur, it be not vort your Acceptance. 

Flaſh. Well, ſhe diſcovers her {elf more and more. (Aſide.) 
I would die to gain your Favour. 

Mad. He, he, he. Bleſs me, Sayr, me can't expreis de 
ſpect me have vor you. Your Latiſhip need not be out of 
Countenance, he vil be fit to makea de Figure in de Cham- 
bre de Presence; he vil out-ſhinede vole Court. 

' Flaſh. Tadmire and adore her. | [Aſides 
| Enter Servant. 


Ser. Sir Modiſh begs leave to pay his Reſpects to your 


2 * | | 

 Wid. I never heard his Name, but it gives me an agree- 

able Surprize. | | | 

Mad. Love! YourLatiſhip be in love, and if me might 

be Jo bold, to advise your Latiſhip, me vou'd marry him 

to get rid ode troublesom Addreſs, de Impertinence of Sir 

Harry, and de ſaucy Impudence of Monl. Stockwell, Sir 

Modiſh be de moſt conſtant, de moſt virtuous, de moſt 

pretty, de moſt generous. He be de every thing that vil 

make de complete Husband. © a 

Wid. Ido like him. Is n't he too young and effeminate ? 

Mad. De Vorld vil envy your Latiſhip in having ſo fine 
; Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Sir Harry Freelove. 
Wid. How am I perſecuted? f 
Mad. Sir Modiſh vill relieve you. | 
21 | 83 1 ids 
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Wid. Then Mr. Stockwell, deliver me from that Creature! 
He's married already to Stock, Trade and Extortion. 

Mad. Gi'dem deir Answer. Sir Modiſh adore you, be 

paſſionately in love vid you: He dote on you, admire you. 


'Wid. He's oblig d to you, Madamoiſelle. i” 
Mad. O let him be oblige to your Latiſnip. 
Wid. Ibelievel mult. | ; [Exit, 


Mad. By all means Monſieur, 

Flaſh. Madamoiſelk. . 

Mad. Me proteſt ver vel. Now lettè me hear ſome- 
ting. Suppose me to be de Laty you vould addreſs vid de 
Paſſion, by the Vay of an Amour. 5 

Flaſh. Lard, ſuppose ! Why, there's no Occaſion for 
Suppoſitions, where the real Person is, | 

Mad. But me mean-—lette me ſee how you vould 
makede Loye ven you find de Gentilyoman you ſhall like. 

Flaſh. Find her? Why, I tell you, you are—— 

Mad. Praydo. * | 

Flaſh. Only permit me to ſay how much my Heart 

Mads Forbien. | hou 46's 

Flaſh. Is tortur'd by your fair Eyes I can't make her 
underſtand me. RD 


Mad. FortGallant. * | 
Flaſh. What ſhallI do And ſhould you frown upon 
my Virgin Paſſion. e EE * 


' Mad. Upon me Ver, dis be de verd naturel, ver free, 
your Vords flow as eaſy, ſoft and tendre as if de Parson dat 
really captivated your Heart had been present, and by deg 
Fire of her Eyes, had inſpired dose lovely Sentiments. 
Flaſh. I ſhall neyer make her underſtand. _—. You muſt 
know to whom they were meant. 85 
Mad. De Fiction admirable. 
Flaſh. It's no Fiction, as | hope to be K nighted, but all 
intended to you, and for your dear ſelt. 
Aſad. To me! O fe, fe. | 
Flaſh. To you; or may I bea Citizen all the Days of my 
Lite, and my Head ſtuff d with nothing but Cumber and 
Brokerage. | ERing within, 
Mad. My Lady rings. Monſieur, Serviteur. 
Flaſh, Madamoifelle, Je ſuis tout avous. ¶ Exe. veralh. 
1 SEA LE 2 SCENE, 
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Enter Belinda in Men's Cloaths, as Sir Modiſh and Sir 
| Harry meeting. 

Bel. Sir Harry, your Servant. 

Sir H. Thu fo close Siege to her Ladyſhip, Sir Modiſh; 
and tho? her Inclinations ſhould look another Way, yet you 
arc resolv'd to gain her bya perpetual Importunity. 

Bel. I can't help it, if the Ladylikes me. 

Sir H. You have long croſs'd my Addreſſes; and in ſhort, 
if you don't deſiſt, I ſhall expect a proper Satisfaction. 

Bel. That you ſhan't want. | 

Sir H. I courted her long before you knew her. 

Bel. That's true: But then again, without Vanity, Lbe- 
lievel ſtep d further into her Favour at firſt Sight, than you 
have reach'd in many Months, 

Sir H. When aWoman's the Cause of the Diſpute, Rea- 
ſon has nothing to do with the Argument, and there's no 
Court to determine the Difference between Rivals __-Paſ- 
ſion's the Occaſion, Resentment and the Sword the judges; 
he that conquers in the Field, has the undoubted Right to 
the Lady; — Sir, you muſt quit your Pretenſi- 
ons, or = 

Bel, Methinks, you had much better draw upon the La- 
dy, and force her Consent, who has the ſole Power of de- 
termining the Difference. Should we engage, and the 
Person fall ſhe reſpects, Why, the Survivor would be ha- 
ted for the Sake of him that lies ſprawling in the Bed of 
Honour, as you call it. I fay, let us puſh the Matter brave- 
ly as we ought x both boldly put the Queſtion, and whom 
Lady rejects, let him withdraw without Complaint. 

Enter Mr. Stockwell. 


Lou are come in good Time, Mr. Stockwell, and may help 


to Ae Sir Harry's Violence, who is resolv'd to have the 
Widow, right or wrong, contrary to her own Inclinations, 
and our Pretenſions. 

Stock, 1 can't dance, cock my Hat, ſing an Opera-Air, 
repeat ſoft Lines, {wear a thousand false Oaths coin'd on 
the Tongue, which never knew the Heart. You miſtake 


C 4 


ber Ladyſhip, ſhe's a Woman of Underſtanding. e 
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be Subſtance and Merit, both in Purse and Person, will 
perſuade her I'm ſtrong and hale, found Wind and 
Limb; here's Persuafion from Head to Foot, [ Struts. 
Enter Lady Upſtart. | | 
Bel. More — every time I ſee you, like the 
blooming Spring you disclose freſh Beauties every Hour. 
Wid. O, you re a perfect Courtier. | 
Bel. You give new Life to every thing you ſmile upon. 
Wid. And you delight the Ear that hears you, * © 
6 Can any thing be ſo accompliſh'd as your Lady- 
| Wid. Or more compleat Gallant, than Sir Modiſþ ! I pro- 
teſt I beg Pardon But Sir Modiſh has a powerful Attra- 
ction. I did not ſee ye, really, Gentlemen. 2 | 
Sir H. Tho Sir Modiſh ſeems ſo far advanc'd in your Fa- 
vour, Madam, I hope your Ladyſhip ſtill retains the Value 
I have Reason to believe you onceentertain'd for me. 
Stock. Your Ladyſhip may please bee with a fair 


Appearance, a Kickſbaw, a meer Puff-paſte, a piece of 
Dough not half kneeded: It may be, got by an unwhole- 
ſome Parent, or ſpoil'din the forming by his Lady Mother, 
a vicious Tutor, or his own early Vices. Madam, I have 
neither French nor Engliſh Gout, no acquir'd or hereditary 
Diſtempers, a hundred thousand Pounds in my Pocket, and 
Stock in Abundance; no Morrgage on my Person or Eſtate, 
both free from the Incumbrances of a kept Miſtreſs, or 
this Indenture witneſſe tt 
Mid. And you would persuade me to return into the Ci- 
ty, and leave dear St. 288 quit a Coach and Six for a 
Pair; viſiting Quality for the dirty Conversation of Rela- 
tions; the Court for a Company's Feaſt I hate the City, 
tis full of nothing but Detraction, Avarice, Formality, 
and ill Manners; it's a meer Dutch Ware- house. | 
Sir H. She can't converse with your Stock, drink Tea 
with your Stock, go to the Opera with your Stock, or to 
Bed to your Stock. | C 
Bel. No, Sir, a young Fellow's worth a Million of your 
Stock. I am your Rival, and I hope I make a better 
Figure than a Bundle of Tallies, or a Roll of Orders 
Nothing but the utmoſt Aſſurance can give you the leaſt 
—BA V „ 
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Stock. Why how now young Kecks, the Sap is 
risen in you yet; the Pith may be rotten, c'er the Branch 
can bear Fruit. Here's Engli/h Oak a hundred Years a 
growing, a hundred in Perfection, and a hundreddecaying. 


Bel. Lou are got into your laſt Century then; your 


Sap's fallen I'll be iworn. 

Sir H. You court with the Face of a Bankrupt, and are 
for borfowitig Favours as they borrow Money, thou 
you know your {elf not able to pay the Charges of t 
Statute, WOOL NET TEN > | 


Bel. What, marry an old wanton Goat, that hunts Va- 
on, no Diſtincti- 


riety to please his deprav'd Appetite. 

Mid. Have you no human Appre 
on! Marry thee ! Thou knoweſt better how to multiply 
thy Money than thy Family—-Look at eitlier of these Gen- 
tlemen, and then conſider how vain your Attempt is. 

Bel. Methinks this might be taken for an Answer, if 
you had nota Change-Alley Countenance, The Lady does 
not like you, do you chink to gain her Affections as your 
bad Debts, by Dunning? 5 

Stock, Odsheart, your young Fellows, now-a-days, be- 
gin to whore at Fifteen, and run out halt their Persons 
and Eſtates before One and Twenty; ſet up an Equipage. 
rattle about Town for five or ſix Years, m or ſell 
the Remainder of their Eſtates, old by the help of 
Luxury and Diſtempers before Thirty, and then ſtepo one 
ſide into a Corner, feed upon the Spleen the ſhort Time 
they have to live; look back ſtupidly without Repentance, 
curse the World for their own Follies, and die of the Fa- 
ſnions, like a fine bred Horse under the Care of the Farrier, 
when he is paſs d thro' a Stable of Quality, and brought to 
the Hackney Coach-Man's Manger, where there's nothing 
but Dirt and Drudgery. 9585 


Bel. You have a — Ayre. 


Stock. I think ſo. 

Bel. And can addreſs moſt vehemently. 
Stock. Why not? | 

Sir H. An admirable Smile! 


Bel. A genteel Manner, and fo Elegant! Can't you Sing, 


' young Gentleman? IAH rove and I'll range, I'll love and Ill 


change, 
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change. Come, confeſs how many Miſtreſſes you court 
now, to gratify your tender Inclination. You're a ſly 
Sinner / I warrant, and love dear Sport: You have a Lady 
in a Corner, and faith ſhe's handsome. The ſparkling Eye, 
the Shape, the Chesnut-Hair, her panting Breaſts, and then 
her Innocence! How can you be ſuch a wicked Devil to 
ruin a poor harmleſs Creature. = | 
Stock. My Reputation's too firmly eftabliſh'd to be hurt 
by your Bailery. Iama Man ot Integrity, and Suitor on- 
ly tothis Lady; think of no other, admire no other, love 
no other, and can be made happy by no other. 

Bel. Vou' re a cunning old Fox, and artfully take your 
n because you know your ſelf un- 
capable ot fairly running itdown. a | 
Mid. I could not have thought it, 

Sir H. No, not of his Gravity. 

Wid. Pray let me know the whole Intrigue. | 

Stoch. This isa moſt malicious Scandal, forg'd to de- 
ceive your Ladyſhip, and abuse me. A Whore-Maſter! 
Very pretty. Who d take me for a Whore-Maſter ? 

« Sir H. No Body but one in Neceſſity, to prevent ſtar- 
te ving, not to feed Inclination, thou mortal of Mummy. 
ce love the little R for this merry Invention. How 
« the old Serpent hiſſes? 3 | 
Bel. Mr. Stockwell is an honourable Gentleman, a rich 
Gentleman, and that's all in all. You ſhall ſmile on him; 
he ſhan't be ungrateful. IL Ts 

Sir H. There muſt be ſomething of Truth in this 
You ſeem ſurpriz d, Mr. Stockwell. oy 

Stock. No, Sir, you ſee I can keep my Countenance 
What can he mean ? | e 
Sir H. O, Sir, I dont doubt your Aſſurance. 

Bel. The Sweets of Jeflamin and Roses dweil on those 

ſoft Lips; to touch is to be transported. Who could be- 
lieve Mr. Stockwell could ſay all these fine Things. He has 
a great deal more in him than you are aware of. | 

12 Confuſion! How the Devil ſhould he know all 

1 RS | . | W855. 

Sir H. O, Sir, I beg you'll keep your Countenance. 

Bel. Ten thouſand Feversarenot equal to the Tortures 
endure, _ | 9 Sir H. 


The Artful Husband. 37 


Sir H. O, fora Church-Fire-Engine to play upon the 
Fabrick ! | | 

nid. And are all these fine Things your own? Incompa- 

rable, very agreeable ! | 
Stock. Why, Madam, I vow to Gad Iam fo daſh'd! 

Bel, O, this is nothing. You'll find he underſtands O- 
ratory, and can touch the Paſſions. Now observehow he 
rises were I poſleſs'dof Ovid's Softneſs, I ſhould want 
Art to tell the Vaſtneſsof my Paſſion. 

Sir H. Excellently well! 

Bel. You ſhallſee how artfully he proves the Violence of 
his Paſſion Till now, my chief BliG was Wealth, (that's 
certainly true.) This Purse is yours (is it not Mr. Stock- 
well?) This Ring is yours, and this Bank-Bill, Were they 
not all yours? Give me a Smile to live upon, a kind 
Word! Lovely Creature to be {mil'd upon! Shall I 
be happy? There you came too close to the Point oui ll 
think on me? That ſhe will, no doubt These are Me- 
morandums ſufficient to refreſh her Memory. 


Stock, Death, I am Thunder-ſtruck, trick d, bubbled, 


and disappointed all Ways. Damn'd Jilt! I havE not Cou- 
rage to attempt an Excuse. Confound it! Sir. 

Bel. And, Sir. 

Stock. I don't underſtand you. | 

Bel. Then I do underſtand _ are a leud, wicked, old, 
diſſembling Villain, and would have betray'd this Lady to 
Misery, and have basely attempted to debauch a Woman 
of Virtue. | 


Sir H. Admirably well faith ! Why you bid high, tis 


Pity you ſhould baulk d. A cruel, hard-hearted Baggage, 
to betray you thus 8 

Stock, 1 ſhall have an Opportunity to clear my ſelf from 
these Imputations. | | 

Bel. Death, do you give me the Lye? | 

Stock. I would he'd return me my Purse, the Bank-Note 
and the Ring, but I dare not own em neither Aſide 
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I beg this Story may not leſſen your Ladyſhip's Eſteem of . 


me. IIIl take my leave. 
IWid. Let it be for ever bescech you. 
Stock. O Lard, Madam. 


Bel. Your humble Servant, good Mr. Stockwell. Sir 


"Fa 


38 The Artful Huzband:. 


Sir H. Your humble Servant. Pray return Sir Modiſp 
Thanks for the Favour he has done you, before you go. 

Stock. 1 ſhalf find a Time to juſtify my ſelłlPox, 
Plagues, and Poverty confound em. Exit. 
Sir H. You have behay'd your {elf like a Gallant Foe, 
receiv'd the Enemies Fire, and afterwards fell in Pell-mell 
with theadvanc'd Guard; but the main Body remains un- 
| ſhaken——Noneof your Stratagems, your little Arts will 
prevailon me. FER runes ang e 
Bel. Don'tboaſt of your Strength: A despis'd Enemy of- 
ten conquer s. CCC 
Sir H. I bid you Defiance. | 

Bel. All Advantages are fair in Love and War. 

Sir H. Your being fluſh'd with Victory makes you too 
— TT -* 1 
Bel. You may be miſtaken. It would ſhew a want of 
Conduct to engage a powerful Enemy, unprepar'd of 
Weapons offenſive and defenſive. You had better draw 
off, like a prudent Commander, and not put it to tlie Iſſue 
of an Engagement. Then you my brag you left the Place 
for a more advantageous Situation, or a better rtuni- 
ty to begin the Attack; you'll find your {elf but ill poſted, 
and can't keep your Ground long. Aa art 
Sir H. Ill the Charge. 

Bel. I ſhall put your Charge to the Trial. When you 
addreſs a Lady of 77 7 5＋ diſcerning Judgment, you 
2 disengage your {elt from all other Intrigues what- 
id. Thope he has not dar d to put me in Competition 
with any other! What will they ſay at the Aſſemblies? He 
pays his Devoirs to Mrs. Such- a-one, and Madam, Such-a- 
one, and my Lady Upſtart. It will be as bad as being rank'd 
ma Lampoon with all ſorts of Creatures. 

Bel. A ſmall Piece of Gallantry, to divert himself in 
— AAA 1. e 

Sir H. Harkee young Gentleman, I deſire you would keep 
within the Bounds of Truth and good Manners : You have 
not Mr. Stockwell to deal with; 5 

Bel. No, I have the gay, the free, the unconfin d, the 
general Lover. | Wes 


Sir 
* . 
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Sir H. You are a very Fellow; no Page, Sollici- 
bor, bullying Council, Sharper, intriguing . 
Maid, Orange oman, Agent, or in, e- 
ver had half the Armer put emally p 12 
Bel. O, Sir, you are pleas'd to compliment me. Did 
you not this Morning proteſt never to ſee this Lady again. 
Pho, hang her Ladyſhip, ſhe's more disagreeable than the 
Millener's Block her Heads are dreſs d upon, and as much 
painted. Can youdeny this, Sir Harry? You are a Man 
of Honour : Fy, fy. | | 

Sir H. You're very pleasant, Faith 

Mid. How, the Millener 
Block ? 

Bel, You did not find the Picture, did you? 

Wig. From this Minute, I ve a perpetual Aver- 
ſion for the Deceiver. 1 n 

Sir H. You have impos d on this Lady: But I muſt tell 


Bel. You ſha'n't want further Satisfaction, if that will 
oblige you you ſhall know all You ſhould have drank 
Tea with her an Hour or two ago; but the Slut play'd you 
a ſlippery Trick, and hopp'd out at the Back-door. An 
abominable Jilt, to leave a Gentleman to walk backwards 
and forwards in the Street, full of Expectation, and then 


lillener's Block! Am I compar'd to a 


to disappoint him. It was not fair, by any Manner of 


Means. | 
Sir H. Hark&e, Sir are not you afham'd of all this? 
Bel. No; but I think you ſhould. 
Sir H. Come, come, I ſhall find out the Truth. | 


A confident young Dog, | Aide. | 


Bel, Youare fatisfied tis found out already. 

Sir H. Suchathoro*pac'd Aﬀurance I never faw. [ 4frde.] 
Let me kgow wha this Gentlewoman is, that I may do 
her Juſtice, and right my ſelf before this Lady. 

Bel, I muſt beg your Pardon. | 

Wid, I hope you'll not presume to come within my 
Doors again, Sir Harry. How has my Reputation ſuf- 
fer d! Pray be gone. I ſhan t be able to fhew my Head 


W after this Affront. I abhor the Sight of * | 


— . nes = 6 es 


=_ — 
K „ ůwqX—2—Uͥä a a— —— 
— ä o - *& GE — 
— — 1 — — — m—_—_ — — 
— 9 — — —2— — 2 20 * 


= \ = 
G * 2 — — > = 
' — 
—_ - > 
—_— _ — _ —_— E 


a 


— — a 
— — — — 


40 The Ariful Husband, 
Sir H. An impudent young Dog: I ſhall call him to an 
Account! [4/ide.] I ſha'n't ſtand to argue Matters now, 
Sir, but Your Servant Madam; it's well he has the 
Protection of your House I ſhall find a proper Time 
and Phce — 2 

Bel. Lm left in Poſſeſſion of the Field of Battle; have 
routed the Enemy, and made 'em retreat in Confuſion, 
Your Ladyſhip can't, in Juſticedeny me your Hand, which 
is the only way to puniſh the Insolence of ſuch Lovers, 

and avenge the Affront they have offer d you. 

IWid. You have an engaging Way, Sir Modiſh, and can 
persuade me to any thing. I do conſent, and muſt be 
yours, and will be yours, there's no denying. 

Bel. I'll endeavour to merit the Favour you beſtow. 

Love's Criſis in the happy Minute lies; | 

Hit but that Minute, and we gain the Prize. [Exit. 


Enter Butler, and four Footmen. 


But, () PEN Houſe! Gentlemen, open House! Plenty 
and Pleasure! 

2 Ser. Mirth ! nothing but Mirth ! 

3 Ser. An Ocean of Stingo and Claret, | 

But. Burgundy, Champagne, Hermitage, Frontinac— 
Peace or War, we drink as well as the French. 
3 Ser, Ay, and eat better. we 

4Ser. Why, Gentlemen, don't gallop fo faſt; Honey- 
Moon will be over before the firſt Pair of Sheets are taken 
off, and then | | | 

But. Is not my Lady married to a liberal Gentleman, Sir 
Mogiſh Pert? You have all taſted his Bounty. Don't the 
Bells ring, the Fiddles play, the Trumpets Grand, and the 


Drums beat? Is not the whole Family in an Uproar? I ſay 
; it 
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it will never be at an End Don't talk to us of Famine 
in the Land of Plenty. My Lady has Mony enough to 
keep a Jubilee all her Life- time, and our new Maſter has 
good Humour enough to let her do what ſhe will. 
Enter Flaſh, 

Flaſh. News! News! 

1 Ser, We are all over-joy'd. 

3 Ser, Bleſs d with an open Cellar. 

1 Ser. The Butler has thrown away his Keys. 

4 Ser. And the Cook muſt not ſleep without his Knife 
in his Hand. 

But. Why, the Steward need never makeeven, butlike 
an Agent, put what Sum Total he prove to his Accompt. 

3 Ser. Not a Reason to be ask d for any one Article. 


4 Ser. In ſhort, we are to ſing rantum ſcantum, and be 


everlaſtingly merry, now your Aunt's married. 

Flaſh. She promis'd I ſhould be her Heir, and now ſhe 
has cut me off the Entail : But ſhe may dock it again. 

4 Ser. O, you were her Favourite. 

Flaſh. Ay, I know the Reason of that. I'm the Hopes 
of the Family. She took me out of the City, Man, be- 
cause ſhe would not have my Underſtanding ſpoil'd by the 
deſigning old Puts, and the loose young Fellows. Gad, I 
could never be at Quiet, for one teaching me Craft, inſtead 
of Morals, and the other Lewdneſs, inſtead of Gallantry. 
You muſt know I can't forbear laughing, to think how de- 
mure they us'd to look over Tea and a Bargain, and what a 
deadly Ranting, Swearing and Whoring they us'd to make 


in Drury-Lane. Well, they are damnable Hypocrites, that's 


the Truth on't. 
But. What think you now your Aunt's married? 
Flaſh. Pox of her being married. Why, I'll marry too, 


an that be all. 


But. You'll ask her Consent firſt. 

Flaſh, For what? Shedid not ask mine? 

3 Ser. You have ſeen your new Uncle? 

Flaſh. Ay, ay, I have ſeen him. He's no bigger than a 
Wax Baby. She may pretend to feed upon a dainty Morsel, 
e gad, but I'm ſure ſhe'll rise a hungry, like ſome of your 
prim City-Ladies, and eat a hearty Meal afterwards, in 
private, . Enter 
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Enter Madamoiſelle. 
Mad. O Monſieur, it be my Laty Command, ſhe vill 
have de open Hous kept, de Joy and Plaſir appear in every 
ting_—Toyour Bus'nay, no Delay. Exeunt Servants. 
You muſt go; and make de Complement to your Aunt, 
and wiſh Sir Modiſh de la bye. It ſhew de Breeding. 
Flaſh. I have a mind to be married my felf, and then we 
may compliment one another, could I but perſuade the 
fair Lady I adore, to ſmile upon my humble Love, and 
gentle Paſſion, at whose Feet my Heart lies panting, ſigh- 
ing, dying, and expiring ; filld with Darts, Pangs, and 
racking Torture. 7 
. Mad. No body can be ſo cruel as toreje de Addreſſes of 
ſo fine a Cavalier. | | 
Flaſh. If ſhe ſhould fympathize, and be in Love with 
me too? Gad, it would be wonderful. [ Aſide. 
Mad. If me vere in France, and had Poſſeſſion of the 
Fortune and Honour de Marquis, my Father, leftè me, 
me ſhould be ver prond de L'Honour de yotre Addreſs, 
le. She lik da Woman of Quality! (Aſus, 
Flaſh. She likes me, and a Woman o ity! (Aldi. 
| —— better and better humbly beg — 5 your 
— 
Mad. © fy, Monſieur, L Honeur eſt trop Grand, 
Flaſh. Fo make a Declaration of my Paiſion. 
Mad. Me ſal be proud to be your Confidante. 
Flaſh. You are the very Lady I fo protoundly adore; 
whose Beauty 85 | 
Mad. Me can no hear dis. Vat vill your Aunt ſay ? 
— 1 don't care three per Cent, let her ſay what ſhe 
Mad. She will discarde you, and turn me out o Doors, 
Flaſh, With all my Heart; that would be pretty, I“ faith 
have five hundred Pounds a Vear in Eſſex, and ſhe can't 
cheat me, unleſs ſhe removes the Acres. Why, her own 
Lawyer is ſo very honeſt, he fays, he knows every Foot 
of the Terra firma, and the Terra inſcripta. Why, hel 
help me to it himself, if 'F'll but give him half. If ſhe 
thinks to chouse me, I'll Chancery her. 
Mad. Dis be de la Recompence a la Retugee, who ow 
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de Vealth, de Title, and every ting for deir Religion, deir 

Liberte, Here be you Aunt, 

Enter Upſtart, Belinda, as Sir Modiſh, Sir Harry Free- 
wings bg Winwife, Mrs. Winwife, Mr. Stockwell. 

Muſick playing, then an Entertainment of Dancing. 

Wid. This ſudden Wedding may ſurprize you, Gentle- 

men, but I have Sir Mauiſh's Merit to plead in my behalt, 

which will tufficiently ſupport my Conduct, and fatisfy 


the World my Judgment has not err d. 


Bel. When every one has given their Opinion, and talk d 
of it, till ſome newy Matter ſtarts up to employ the Buſy- 
Bodies, the Wonder ceaſes of Course: We ſnall then 
free from Ceremony and Censure, and at leisure to enjoy 
a happy Converſation with our Friends all the Day, and 
wich each other all the Night. 8 
* Without ever repenting the mutual Vows we have 
Flaſh. Madam, I wiſh you Joy, ſince you are married. 

Wid. Sir Modiſh will reſpect you for my Sake, Nephew. 

Flaſh. If he does not, I can be asrude as he; and foupon 
equal Terms, I am your hamble Servant, 

Bel. Youoblige me—_—_ | 

Stock. Marriage may ſoon ſit as uneaſy on you, as your 
Weeds and Widowhood ; or, like the Powder of Projecti- 
on in the — — Art, give you nothing but the Shadow 
of Happineſs for the Subſtance. 2 

Sir H. What an agreeable Figure your Lady ſnip and I 
ſhould have made in 4 Country Village: You might have 
ſpent your Time in healing the Sick, and doing ot 
Offices to your Neighbours, while I would have 
ſported. all the Day, drank half the Night, and then have 
been contented to go to Bed to your Ladyſhip, grown lazy 
in the Affairs of Love, and liv'd ſparingly on one Difh, to 
preserve a good Conſtitution. 

Wid, I rather believe a tion in Town from Bed 
and Board would have d you better ; and when we 
had met, either in Publick or Private, you would have 
treated me with as much Reſpect, as a new Acquaintance, 
ſhew'd a forc'd Compliance, the Effect of Indi e, or 
rather, Averſion, to let us oo ſe you knew what it 

Was 
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was to be a fine Gentleman, by being horribly civil to hat 
you modeſtly hated. 

Mrs. Win. Your Ladyſhip would not have married Fo 
chain'd together? Why, they'd be Spies upon one another, 
Mas a Husband to ſee every gay Ayre a Wife gives her 
ſelf in Converſation, tho there's no Harm intended, yet 
it would make an Alteration in his Temper. How hand- 
ſome it is to ſee People of Faſhion, when they meet, hard- 
ly remember one another; and, when asunder, enquire 
after each other as careleſly, as if they never deſign d to 
meet again. 

Wid. I ſnould not be able to ſupport my ſelf under ſo 
cold a Reception, from Sir Modiſh: Indifferency would be 
present Death. | 

Flaſh. My Aunt has bought at the Top of the Market, 
and when. the Stock falls, ſhe'll be damn'd mad at the 
Bargain. yard 

Mid. I find you han't forgot your rude Behaviour, Ne- 
phew ; I ſhall ſend you to the Cityagain. 

Flaſh. To the City! That's good. No, Madam, I have 
1 Taſte of what it is to be a Gentleman. Indeed, Lady 
Aunt, I won't change my long Wig for a Bob, and a de- 
ligning Head; converse with Chamber-Maids, wait at 
Table, dine on Fragments, Bona fide it behind a Counter 
and {leep upon Flocks: Why, now d' you know, Madam, 
that if you hadn't taken me away, 1 had run away? 
Egad, I am old eneugh to be my own Guardian. I know 
my Eſtate, what it is, and where it is. I don't care this 
for allthe World. 

Wid. Tis very well. | 

Flaſh, Ay, ſoit is, and ſo it ſhallbe. Egad, I' be mar- 
ried as well as you. Tho' you have got Poſſeſſion of my 
Eſtate, I have got aLawyer tells me, he'll ſhew me the 
Freight Way into it, thro Chancen -Lane. 

Mid. Out of my Sight. N 

Flaſh: Ay, and out of your Clutches too, egad. ¶ Exit. 

Sir H. You have married my Lady Upſtart, I expect the 
Satisfaction of being inform'd ho that Lady is you men- 
tion d to my Prejudice, Sir. 8 
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Bel. You muſt excuse me: She's a Woman of Virtue, 
tho of little Fortune; therefore deſpairing upon honoura- 
ble Terms, to admit you to the Knowledge of her, ſhe's 
retir d into the Country, to prevent giving you any further 
Trouble, and the Eſteem ſhe has for your Person growing 
into a Paſſion. | 

Mrs. Win. Sir Harry, a particular Converſation gives the 
Company a Jealouſy of your being out of Humour, or a 
— of yu Want of Breeding, which you don't use to 

ilty of. 
ir H. I beg your Pardon, Madam. f 

Wid. I could forget all the Trifles the World affords, to 
gaze on you, my Dear, with never dying Wiſhes. 

Sir H. See how her Eyes ſtrike Fire, how Inclination 
ſtarts in every Glance. | [ Aſide to Win. 

Win. She'll ſoom diſpatch him. Then you may have a 
fair Chance again. | 

Sir H. Time oft cures the worſt Diſtempers; e en let it 
take its Course. 

Mrs. Win. Pho, I'm fond of every new Suit I wear ; the 
firſt Day I believe it impoſſible ever to diſlike, till ſome- 
thing finer appears. | [To L. Upſtart. 

Wid. I thought I had been Maſter of your Affections. 

Mrs. Win. AWomsn ſhould ve her Honour for her 
own Sake: It's dread ful to be fleer d at by Prudes, or trea- 
ted by the Coquets with an equal Familiarity. Tho'Idon't 
like my Husband's Company always, I have no ill Opinion 
of his Person : We can't ſmile and be ſo gay with an old 
Acquaintance, it flattens Converſation. TheEye requires 
Variety, for it's the Food that Fancy lives on. 

Sir H. I ſhall expect a further Satisfaction the firſt Op- 
portunity. [To Bel. 

Bel. You may command any thing of me that becomes 
a Gentleman. 

Sir H. Tis very well, Sir. Ladies, your Servant. 

Mrs. Win. It is not late. 

Min. We are engag d to meet ſome Ladies, and after 
that to the Groom Porters. | ; 

Mrs. Win. There's Room in my Coach, and lam going 


homę. 
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Vin. My Chariot'sat the Door, 

Mrs. Win. Tis very well. | | 

Win, You take anuncontroul'd Freedom. Pray, give 
me leave. 

Mrs. Vin. O, by all means. Iwiſh you much Happinels. 
Your Servant, Gentlemen. Exeunt. 
Enter Flaſh, and Servants with Bottles and Glaſſes in their 

| Hands; drunk. | 

Flaſh. Well, whatthink you? An't Ia merry Fellow? 

But. Afine Gentleman. 

2 Ser, He has no more Pride in him, than one of us 
out of Place. 

3 Ser. I wiſh you were Maſter of a Family, and I the 
meaneſt of your Slaves. 

Flaſh, Egad, and ſol will, and you ſhall be my Steward. 

4 Ser. And what ſhall | be, noble Squire? 

Flaſh. You ſhall all havePlaces, when Iam a great Man, 
if I don't forget, as the great Men usually do. me, let's 
drink about. My Aunt's diverting her ſelf by this time, 
why ſhouldn't we be merry. But between you and |, 
her Sir Modiſh is no bigger than a Cock's Tread. He'sa 
meer Muſhroom, and will taſte of nothing, mark my 
Words, and nothing will come on't—— Charge all, here's 
a Glaſs of Commiſeration to my Aunt's Diſappointment. 
le go to Bed to a Widow, a Woman of Underſtand- 
ing! He won't be able to hold an Argument with her. 

But. You'rea merry Wag; a very Wit. 

Flaſh. Why, ay; the Cits have Wit and Wickedneſs, but 
they dare not ſhew em; they're damn'd Enemies to Trade. 
N None but your Hoſpital bred Fellows, and those who 
travel to Town in Leather Breeches, thrive; they never 
knew the Delights of ſpending Money. Why, the ſilly 
Dogs don't know what todo with it, but ſave it to make 
their Soas Parſons, and purchase Husbands for their awkard 
Daughters. Harkee, do you know now that your Alder- 
men, your Deputies, and Common-Council-Men, are all 
- Conjurers, if they keep with their Bounds between Ala- 
gate and Temple-Bar ; but between Temple-Bay and St. 
Zames's, they are a meer Jeſt, O London #s a fine Town— 

| [ Sings. 
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3 Ser. You're a noble, worthy Gentleman, Mr. Flaſh, 
Il tell you that. 

Flaſh. Gad, my Aunt ſhan't make a Fool of me any 
longer. | 

25 . Why, you're old enough to know what's what. 

Fla/h. So | have already, Man, and fol will again; ſhe 
has thrown her ſelf away on a meer Cockrel. A body 
would have thought ſhe knew better. When I makea 
matrimonial Bargain, it ſhall be for ſomething, | warrant 
you. T'other Bumper. Did you never break Windows, 
ſcower the Watch, and beat Whores ? | 

2 Ser, Yes, Sir, I once liv'd with a Gentleman that had 
a great deal of Wit that way. 

Flaſh. Ay, that's refin d Wit. Egad, you ſnall live with 
me, and be my Companion, and keep me Company when 
can get no body else, and that will be very often. We 
have a Sort of a Wedding, and why ſhould not we have a 


Song and a Dance. Ling. 


HE Pleaſure of Drinking, 
The 2 — 55 Thinking, 
. Condemn as a wondrous Folly; 
And often complain, | 
At the Sot s merry Reign, 
Who only knows how to be jolly. 


But get this ſage Thinker 

Once drunk as a Tinker, 

To taſte of thoſe Raptures we have; 

He'll ſwear by the 2 , | 

That Man, who'd be happy, 

Muſt be drunk from the Womb to the Grave, 

After this Song, they dance, with their 

; I — — es in their Hands. ' 


Did you never hear of one Alexander, who dy'd drunk; 
and the World ſaid he was poison d, because he was a great 
ry ? And ſo I'll ſet the Family a good Example, and go to 


fober, Exeunt 
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man of Quality. No more belcech you, 


48 The Artful Husband. 


SCENE, Mr.WinxwiyFe's Honſe. 


Mrs, Winwife in an Undreſs, and her Waiting-IWoman 
| diſcouer d. 


Mrs. Win. How heavy is Time! How ſlowly it moves, 
without the artificial Amuſements prepar'd for our Relief. 
Todreſswell, gives a Spirit to every thing that's done or 
{aid; it's a polite Accompliſhment: To think, is a Labour, 
[Enter Steward.) What's your Buſineſs? To read your Liſt 
of Creditor's? Well, what Bills have been left to-day ? Be 
quick, I hate Trouble. | 
Stew. The Pertumer's, —— Your Ladyſhip can never 
have had what's charg'd, the Particulars ſeem unreaso- 

ble. 

2 Win. Let him have his Money: I abominate an Ar- 
gument with ſuch Creatures. | 

Stew. The Shoemaker's Bill. Forty five Pounds, at fifty 
Shillingsa Pair. | 
Mrs. Vin. Cheap enough. The Citizens Wives walk 
the Streets in those of twenty,—— Prink, Is the Head 
brought home? 1 

Print. Yes, Madam, tis mighty pretty. 

Mrs. Win. A flight thing of thirty Guineas. 

Prink, Mrs. Complexion demands fifteen Pounds: She 
ſays your Ladyſhip knows the Particulars, 
| -_ Win, Tis very well. Have you paid her, Stew- 
ard? 

Stew. No, Madam. Fo - 

Mrs. Vin. O ty, ſhe muſt not be disoblig'd. 

Stew, The Mercer's Bill, five hundred Pounds. 
Mrs. Vin. Why, let them have their Money, they earn 
what's extravagant by their Attendance. It's diverting to 
ſend for half a dozen of em in a morning, tuncble o'er 
their Goods, buy nothing, but give em an Opportunity to 
perform their Shop- Farce, and, by a Smile, encourage the 
(! Fellows tobelieve they want nothing but a full- 
ttom Wig, and a Sword, to gain the Eſteem of a Wo- 


Siew. 
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Stew. Here are ſeveral ſmall Bills of ten and fifteen 


Pounds a-piece. 


Mrs. Win. Why, pay em, pay 'em, then. 
Stew. I have not fifty Pounds in Stock. 
Mrs. Vin. Then they muſt ſtay till you have Money. No 
more, be gone I ſay. Exit Steward. 
Enter Mr. Winwife. 
in. Why, how now, my Dear, what alone? What's 
the meaning of this Solitude? My Houſe deserted; no 
Company. I had forgot. Here, go pay the Gentleman 
the Money he lent me, and tell him, I have another ſuper- 
ficial thousand Guineas, to try my Fortune with to-mor- 


/ 


row. D'you hear? 


Ser. Yes, an pleaſe you. 

Mrs. Win. You're in a pleaſant Humour, 

in. What ſhould I fret for! 

Ars. Vin. Vou have loſt 

Vin. A tranſitory Sum; as good that way as another 

Mrs. Vin. Does it not diſturb you? | 

Win. ] had rather losea Thoufand more, than have on 
{ad Thought come near my Heart. Vex for Traſh! No, 
Money, with a true Gameſter, is inconſiderable; they have 
Souls more enlarg d. Were two Gameſters to divide the 
Empire of the World, they d make but one Throw for't 
all, and, he that loſt, be no more melancholy, than if they 
play d for Counters. They are Philoſophers indeed; de- 
pise the paſs d, or what's to come, and think of nothing 
but the present Hour. Vex my ſelf for Dirt, No, Con- 
tent sa Kingdom to the Mind. | 

Mrs. Win. But when the Dice have waſted all, your 
Patience will be no Pawn for more. | 

Win. Hang pawning. Sell out-right, and the Pain's 
Over. * 
Mrs. Vin. Say you ſo? Til have another Coach to- mor- 
row, richly lind, and finely painted. Three Footmen 
more. Mrs. Mrs. Mrs. hate to be call d Mrs. 
can't have a Page, but I' have ſix new Flanders Mares in 


ſpight, and trim em all with Cherry- colour d Ribbon. 


But what ſhall I do for a Coronet at the Back of my Coach? 


Tis inſuffecable it can't be bought. 
4 Win, 
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Win. What think you of a Black to wait on you? 

Mrs. Vin. A Black at my Door, and a Parrot at my 
Window, is ſo like a Veſt-India Planter's Wife juſt tum- 
=— out of a Hogſhead of Sugar into a Drawing-Room, 
I hate it. | 

Win. I forgot to bid the Fellow ask my Jeweller, whe- 
the Diamond Necklace be made up. | 

Mrs. Win. For whom? | 

Win. For a certain _ 

Mrs. Vin. How! l beg your pardon, Mr. Winwife, | 
what you like ſha'n't disoblige me._—Hark'e, Fellow, cal 
at the Jeweller's to-morrow, and bid him make me a Necks | 
lace ot twice the Value of that your Maſter bespoke. This 
Gown and Petticoat I have worn half a dozen Times alrea- 
dy; it's faded: I'll give it my Woman, and have a French 
Brocade; they are the more to be admir'd, because they 
are prohibited. None but Perſons of the firſt Rank ſhould 
presume to trample on the Law. 

Win. I have invited a Bevey of Ladies, and as many 
« Gentlemen, to-morrow to the Rummer, where the rich- 
* eſt Wine ſhall flow like Water: The four Elements fur- 
e niſh out the Table with their choiceſt Dainties. Mu- 
« ſick and Mirth, Beauty and gay Deſire, ſhall move in 
« one continued Round, like the bright Sun, and never 
% know what tis to reſt. | | 

Mrs. Win. And I've invited half the Drawing-room 
4 to-morrow, where, after Dinner, Illpresent em with 
“an Opera, perform'd by the beſt Voices. When that's 
* done, a Banquet and a Ball. We'll dance till Morning- 
* Sunarise, and bluſh to interrupt us. | 

Win. What a gloomy Cell is one's own House! A Wife 
is but a dull Companion, AND 85 

Mrs. in. I proteſt 'm of your Opinion: I often think 
my ſelf alone, when youare with me. 
' Win. What can a Man and his Wife do or ſay together, 
that is not intolerable Repetition? . 
Mrs. Vin. Be pleas d, and ſmile at each other. 

Win. That's unnatural. I abominate any thing that's 
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Mrs. Vin. What the meaning of this is, I can't tell, for 
have no manner of Averſion to you. 

in. Nor I to you neither. You have all the Beauty and 
Underſtanding I could wiſh to find in one Woman; 
but 

Mrs. Vin. You have all the Pertections I could wiſh for 
in one Man, but——Any Body fits _— in my Company 
than your ſelf: Tho' I'm ſurpriz d they have given me 
Pleasure when I makea Comparison. 

Win, They are Hypocrites; you only ſee the outward 
Garment they go abroad in, and think'em much better 
than they are for want of Intimacy. 

Mrs. Win. And to ask why we are pleas d, is giving the 
Power to Reason, to int us and our diver- 
ting Follies; which would occaſion an Uneaſineſs that Ne- 
gligence preyents, Who would be at the Trouble to cor- 
rect Inclination? | | 

Win. Pursueit, Madam, I haveſymm'd up my Eſtate, 
and find we have a Twelve-month good yet. 

Mrs. Win. Whatdo you mean ? 

Win. ] had rather be Lord one Year of Pleasure, to the 
Height, and keep my Senses warm inonecontinu'd Trani- 
port, than be Years consuming what we have, in fooliſh 
Temperance. | 

Mrs. Win. Very good! A Year! And what then? 

Win. Why, carry a Musket in any part of the World, 
where War and Deſolation reigns; I can earn four Shillings 
a Week, Madam; and it a Bullet favours me ſo far as to 
inatch away a ſuperfluous Limb, when I return, with 
the Hel of good Friends, I despair not to get into fome 
Hospital. For your part, Madam, no doubt you may do 
well enough: Your Relations are great — But if your 
Poverty and Pride can't agree with their Wealth and Inso- 
lence, youneed not trouble your Invention much for a 
Trade to live by. | 

Mrs. Win, Trade to live by! 

Win. Even ſo, my Dear. 

Mrs. Win. Tis very pretty. Pray what Cause have I 
ever given you to th'nk ſo meanly of me. Trade! In- 
ſufferable! Do I know your Income? Am ] your — 

er 
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therer? Do you Men ever fuffer your Wives to concern 
themselves with your Eſtates. Indeed we bring Fortunes 
to pay for our Board, Cloaths and Neceſſaries You 
muſt retrench your own Expences; for my Part I have 
only Neceſſaries. This is not handsome, Mr Winwife, 1 
can't bear to be ſtinted, norwill I. What would you have 
me go to Market, and higgle with poor People for a Far- 
thing in the Pound? Buy my Cloaths in Sperzle-Fields, to 
{ave a Groat a Yard, and be curs'd by the Shop-keepers; 
have my Linen made in Holland, to fteal Cuſtom ; keep 
the Keys of your Cellar, and be a Spy upon your Ser- 
vants :I will not be controul'd, that's my Reſolution. 
| | WOT: [ Exit, 

Win. But youſhall be rul'd, that's my Reſolution. —. 
Since I have found Persuation, good Nature, and Com- 
pliance all in vain, this is my laſt Effort, nor can I doubt of 
good Succeſs. 33 
_ With Care a Woman beſt is tam d; 

Andif ſhe cant be govern'd, muſt be ſham'd, ¶ Exit. 


7T 


SCENE Continue, 


Enter Mrs. Winwife. © 


Mrs. H E more I think, the more dreadful it ap. 
pears. Poverty, Shame and Reproach, wil 

ſoon o'ertake us. To live here in Town is delightful — 
The Place too where all Pleasures flow; but how fhall Len- 
Joy that Pleasure? Ah, there's the Check to all my Wiſhes, 
Hou hard it is that Extacy can't laſt, but ſtreight be- 
ets its Oppoſite, and leaves us diſturb d with all Anxieies 
the Mind can frame. Tis paying flow Years for haſty Mo- 
ments, that fly ſo faſt, they ſtay not to be welcom * 1 
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muſt be ſo. Il persuade him to retire into the Country ; 
there's no other Remedy. We never contradicted one ano- 
ther with ill- Nature, therefore 1 hope I may prevail on 
him. It makes me tremble to think what muſt be the 
Effect of a Refusal, He's generous, good-natur'd, and 
a Gentleman; I won't despair. | 
| bt: Enter Mr. Winwife. 
Vin. Good Morrow, My Dear: Methinks you look ve- 
xy agreeable to-day. 

Mrs. Win. 1 would be always foto you. 

Win. Why faith, contrary to the Temper of moſt Hus- 
bands, I like you because you are my Wite, and think my 
ſelf bappy in the Poſſeſſion of a Woman, that will hard- 
ly give mea juſt Occaſion to wiſh a Separation, which I 
find too frequent amongſt my Acquaintance. The want 
of Discretion, and too much Familiarity breeds Con- 
tempt ; Averſion ſoon follows, and makes the Yoke hate- 
ful ever after, | | 
Mrs. Win. Indeed I can't charge you with the leaſt ill 
Temper, and would therefore endeavour to ſtand clear 
jn your Opinion 

Win. That you do, my Dear, but why these Reflecti- 
ons? they're unneceſſary, —-| Enter Steward. ] Have 
you got the three thousand Pounds ? 

Stew. All's done as you commanded ; but with much 
Difficulty, anda large Premium, 1 rais'd the Money. 

in. It's no matter how, ſo you have it. 

Stew. Sir, the ſeveral Tradeſmen, to whom you are 
largely indebted, preſs hard to be paid, and will be put off 
no longer. 5 

Win. Why ſell that Mannor which is your Lady's Joyn- 
ture: You'll consent, I'm ſure my Dear. 

Mrs. Vin. Sell my Joynture! Nay, then I muſt be mi- 
ſerable! [ 4ſede. 

in. What, grave and thoughtful, in the midſt of all 
you can deſire? 

Mrs. Vin. Why truly, 


my Dear, I begin to be tir d with 
the Formality of paying 21 receiving Viſits; the affected 
State ſome aſſume to themselves, and the Obsequiousneſs 
of others, who discover their want ot Merit by their 

| Fawning, 
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Forging, Ae believe, when they have flatter'd and de- 
ceiv'd, they have made ample Satisfaction for all the Fa- 
vours beſtow'd 'em, If a Woman's ask'd after, 'tis 
how ſhe vyas dreſs d. not her Underſtanding and Discreti- 
on; I have pals'd thro the ſuperficial Course of Gallantry, 
and don't think it worth repeating, —-In the Humour I am 
in, could | retireintothe iy, without leaving a Sigh 
at parting from the Place I have lik'd ſo well, 

Win. Pho, you have the Splcen, and 1 pars at ſome- 
thing; Company will disperse the Cloud, and clear up the 
Vapours that hang about your Heart. | 

Mrs. Win. Think it not an irregular Start of Fancy, but 
a confirm'd Resolve, which I have well weigh'd and much 
deſire; Id goto Day, this Morning, nay, this Minute, if 
'twere poſlible, r Pe 

Vin. You can't be in carneft, | 

Mrs. Vin. Upon ye Tar. 

Win. Tis impoſſible! 

Mrs. Vin. You muſt believe me, for I'm ſincere. | 
in. If any thing has disguſted you, let me know what 
It is. | 

Mrs. Win, Nothing in particular. 

Vin. You would not have me leave ry Friends, m 
new found Pleasures in their Spring, juſt blowing fort 
_ Fragrancy, to entertain my Senses, that have fleptſy 

9? | iorans 

Mrs, Win, You ſhan't deny me. 

Win, What, only taſteof Happineſs, and leave th' invi- 
n | * he nc a 

8, * 5 intreat you'd grant me this Requeſt. 

in. Fy, ty. | 

Mrs, W.Yeu never refus d me any thing I ask'd till now. 

Win, You never were ſo unreasonable before. | 

Mrs, Win. My Health's in Danger, I fear a Fit of Sick- 
neſs ; the Air may prevent it. | 

Win. Can't you go without me ? 

Mrs. in. That's unkind ; Let me but prevail now, you 
ſhall command ever after. 

Win. There muſt be ſome conceal'd Cauſe for this ſud- 
den Change, | 1 | 

| 5. 
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Mrs. Win. None but my Love of you, my Health and 


. Tis ſomething ſtrange. 


Mrs. Win. I hope my Fondneſs does not disablige. 

eee would — — ucti- 
on can t upon ſo a Departure ? It amaze 
ever Bod? they'll take 2 2 Mad-man. 

Mes. Win. —— a —.— and — your ſelf; ſome- 
thing extraordi as 'd uires Pic- 
— — 4 e * 

Win, What appear an Ideot, a Fool, a fickle Coxcomb 
to the whole World, I have Appointments for a Year 
with Gentlemen and Ladies of the beſt Quality. To Day 
at the Rummer, the Subſcription-Opera, half a ſcore 
Meetings tor the Play, an Invitation to drink with m 
Lord Bumper, then to Tunbridge, New-market, where 
have Horſes to run; afterwards to the Bath: A thousand 
Logs ements that can't bedispens'd with, without look- 
ing like an errant Scoundrel : Therefore no more, my Dear, 
you importune in vain, When the Fit's over you'll alter 
your Opinion. 

Mrs, Win, | can contain my ſelf no longer, but on my 
Knees I beg you'd ſummons all your Reaſon, and with ten- 
der Patience hear me, 

Win. Riſe, my Dear, I cannot bear to ſee you in this 
Poſture. What would you ſay ? You ſhall be heard, 
Mrs. Win. Confider well Precipice before you : If 
— advance one Step further, we are both inevitably loſt: 

he Gulph opens wide its craving Jaws to ſwallow us, 
and that — i vr Poverty, lies cover'd in those 
ſmooth Streams that = lo gently by. Think when you 
have fold all, for I ſhan't deny you any thing when you 
command how dreadful it muſt be to be drove out by 
rude Hands, and the ſeveret Law, from your ancient Seat, 
where your Anceſtors have liv'd in Plenty, Lords of the 
"ow and Villagers, and all the nei ing Woods 
and Fields, a very Paradise; for where Innocence inha- 
birs, there Content is only tobe found ; to labour for our 
Bread, be ſcorn'd by Strangers, lighted by our Friends, re- 
ceiye an Alms given with a grudging Hand, and 2 
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Rebuke for our paſs'd Follies, which will be yet morebit- 

ter than Want it ſelf, Let me beseech you retire into the 
Country before it is too late; Frugality may yet retrieve MW 
our ſinking Fortunes, and remove those frightful Objects Mt ** 
which glare ſo fiercely, that they chill my very Blood. 

Win. You too well know your prevailing Power, and 
when you plead with Softneſs, conquer my too eaſy Heart, to 
he it as you will; I won't disoblige you when you thus ho 
tenderly entreat me. You ſhan't be denied; I Il facrifice 
all my promis'd Pleasure here in'Town, to find it in a rum 
Life with you. | 4 | 

Mrs, Vin. Pm overjoy'd, and will ſtudy Gratitude to . 
repay this Favour. . 

Enter Lady Upſtart's Servant. 8. 
Ser. My Lady deſires you'll let her ſee you at her Hous IM - 
inſtantly, and bring Sir Harry Freelove with 7 | g 

Win. I'll wait on her What can this ſudden Meſlage I - 

mean, you'll go with me, my Dear. 

Mrs. Win. With all my Heart. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, Lady Ursraxrt's Houſe, + i © 
Enter Lady Upſtart weeping, and Madamoiſelle. 


Mad. Vat bede Matter ! Bleſs me! 

Wid. Oh! 

Mad. Pray, let me know your Grief. 

Wid. By no means. 

Mad. Me beg dat you vill. 

Mid. Leave me, leave me; What ſhallT do? 

Mad. You vill break my Heart, you vill make me mai 


: vid Impatience. W 
Wid. ] ſtall go diſtracted my ſelf, that's 
Mad. Me beseech\my good Lady. 
Wid. You cannot ſerve me. 
Mad. Me varrant you me | 
Wid. Impoſlible ! 1 
Mad. No, impoſſible: You muſt tell me; me may ad- 

vice your good Latiſnip. e | 
Wid. O undone ! f | 
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Mad. Vat bede undone? Vat you mean, Madam? 

id. Undone, and ruin d for ever. 

_ Pray, lete me know, vat be de undone, vat be de 
ruin'd, | | 

Mid. I bluſh to tell you. | | 

Mad. You bluſh! O fe, Madam! You neede no bluſh 
to tell me any ting. Neſte vous pus marrie à unGentil- 
homme, brisk, gay, gallant. 

“id. Ah, bes no Man. 
Mad. Notè de Man! 

Vid. None to me. 

Mad. Vat, he be de Monſtre den. How! de Dia- 
* ble !- He has no ſervè you ſo, ſure it no be de Eunuch, 
1 2 de damn ſqueaking Voice, dat be like de Fiddle vidout 
de String. | 

" i. O he's worse, if poſſible, than any thing you 
© compare him to 

Mad. Ting, vat ting. 

* id. O he Bas, he has 

Mad. Vat you ſay, hoting !—— He be ver bad indeed 
eto be worse dan de Eunuch, dan de noting | 

Mid. He lay all Night insenſible, neither ſpoke nor 
touch'd my Lips. I'm ſureI gave him no Occaſion for 
this cruel Usage. - x 

Mad. O your Latyſhip vas coy den. 


Mid. O, no; my warm Sighs and Tears, and Prayers 


made the insenſible Wretch yet more cold, if poſſible. 
Mad. Vat muſt be done, Who could have taut dat de 
te outſide of a Man fo gallant, ſoud be ſi mal fournie, and 
like de a Dial Plate, vid a de Hand but no Spring, or Mo- 
* tion vidin. Vat muſt be done? 
Wid. Nothing at all ; filthy Creature ! a Cypher, an 
abominable Counterfeit. : 
Mad. Madam, me vill go, me vill ſo abuse, ſo chide 
him, he ſhall no dare to approach your Latiſhip. De impo- 
tent Villain, de Rascal, out upon him, ſtinking Varlet? 
Fough, me could ſpit in his Face. | 
Mid. Well, it's a fad Thing to be a married Widow. 
Mad. Aviſe de la Patience, be comforted, Mw 
# 
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mid. O, there's none for me, I can't bear the Thought 

of it? Miserable Woman that Iam! | 
Enter Mr. Winwife and Mrs. Winwife. 

Win. A good Morning to your Ladyſhip. 

EnterSir Harry Freclove andStockwell. | 

Sir H. How does your Ladyſhip like Matrimony ? _——. 
Hey-day, weepihg ! | ſee Nature wiil keep its Course; as 
Man and Wife are one Fleſh, fo Repentance and Wedlock 
are inseparable. 2 | 

Wid. | intreat, Sir Harry, you won't triumph over a 

r, miserable, disappointed Woman. 

Sir H. You have what moſt Widows marry fot, a Man, 
I ſuppore, that's ſome Comfort. 

Mad. O'no, dat be her Misfortune. 

Sir H. That's hard, 1 muſt confeſs. 

Wid. Insupportable ! | 

Sir H. You refus'd the Offers I made you. 

Wid. I'm heartily forry. - 

Stock. You deſpis d me. 5 
Wia. Indeed, Mr. Stockwell, any body would have been 
better than the Thing I have made Choice of. 

Sir H. You ſhall command my Aſſiſtance, 

Stock. We'll all ferveyou, if poſſible. - 
= It's more than I deserve, but mine's a miserab 

Stock. What could your Lady ſhip expect from a Paper- 
built Thing, that's not able to ſtand the leaſt Blaſt. Why, 
a ſtrong Puff of Wind would blow him into his original 
Atoms again. FSA 
Enter Belinda as Sir Modiſh. | 

Bel. Sir Harry, your Servant, yours, Madam: Mr. Win- 
wife, yours. O, Mr. Stockwell, are you here! It looks 
not well to ſee you thus disorder d; a Smile would better 
entertain your Friends. 

Sir H. You don't do well to give her Cause, thus early to 

repent her too credulous Generolit y. 

Mrs. Win. Methinks, Decency ſhould have occaſion d 
=: to let the firſt Month paſs without a Ruffle. Honey- 
oon is ever ſacred, even among the Vulgar. 

Win. She can't have merited your Diſlike ſo ſuddenly. 

| Stock. 
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Stock. Her Ladyſhip has injur'd her (elf, and affronted me 
by this Match. : | 5 

Sir H. I ſhan't ſee her wrong d, Sir. 

Mid. When J married, I thought to have found a Man; 
a Man of Honour too, one that would not have forgot his 
Oaths and Promiſes fo ſoon, and ſo cruelly deſpis'd and re- 
jected my too fond and fooliſh Paſſion: It's hard you ſhould 
think ill of me, betore you know me thoroughly. 

Bel. You lik d my Person, which is not disagreeable; 
but I fell in love with your Fortune, which ſhall give me 
Pleasure in all Shapes, but in that of a Wife. 

Sir H. Sit, this is rude and ill- natur d. 

Bel. She's under my Command; a Husband can't be 
rude to his Wife; and as for ill· Nature, tis the talleſt and 
moſt thriving Plant that grows in the matrimonial Bed. 
« ] would not have my Garden fill'd with tender Shrubs, 
« artfully ſupported : Nature is beft, and fhews greater 
Variety; it needs but little Labour to cultivate. 

Win. This is very extraordinary. 

Mrs. Win. He can't be what he ſeems; 

Mid. What will become of me! 

Bel. That I can beſt prognoſticate. I have calculated 
your Nativity, and 'tis decreed that you fhall retire into 
Wales, live among the Mountains upon fifty Pourd aYear ; 
there you may, with that Allowance, out-ſhine moſt of 
3 Gentry about you. You love Grandeur, the Air is 

thful-— « You'll have the Benefit of Meditation, 
and may live a devout Life, contrary to inclination, and 
not be interrupted by the Pomps and Vanities of this 
* wicked World, which you take too much Delight in for 
* a Matron of your Years. Gravity would become that 
* declining Face, much better than gaudy Shew and wan- 
ton Smiles, For my part, I reſolve to enjoy the Benefits 
* uncontrouł d, which Fortune has kindly thrown in my 
* Way, without that antimonial Cup a Wife, which poi- 
* ſons every Draught we drink, tho' &er ſo pure in its 
* ſelf, and gives ſiek Convulſions to the molt healthful 

tion. | 

Win, Indeed her Indiscretion has put it in your Power; 

and would you use her ill for no other Reason? 5 
1 ö 
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Bel. She married to please her ſelf, that's no Obligation 
to me: It ſhe did it to gratity my Deſires, why is ſhell © 
diſturb'd at what I do? “ The Difference between either M ( 
ce these Gentlemen and my ſelf, were they in full Poſſeſſi· ( 
* on as J am, in this: I wear my Sentiments without 1 « 
« Mask, and they would have deceiv'd you, and conceałd « 
« their Thoughts with Complaisance, under a feign'd Ap- « 
« pearance. lam the more generous by being frank ani 
« open. * Do you think I have no Taſte, no Sense of Hap- 
pineſs, but to be chain'd with golden Fetters in Youth, y 
the ſprightly Part of Life, to drag about a hateful Clog, ail 
City Widow, affected, vain, proud, il|-natur'd and a Fool © 
id. O, 1ſtall break my Heart. t 
Bel. The only Means you have left to oblige. What 
Allurements can a Widow at Forty pretend to, but her Mo- 
ney; one that's creeping towards Phthiſic, Swanskin, ani 
a Warming-Pan. Each Night you molt like Birds in Au- 
« tumn, and every Morning you plume again, look fleak 
« and young by Art, garniſh'd only for the diſtant Eye 
« Willa Dove engender with a Snake; can my Youth and 
« your Decay incorporate? Unnatural! To ſuppose ſuch 
« Contradictions. You are {o near your Grave, you {mel 
« earthy... What, doat upon my Shroud, {mile at n 
« Coffin! | 
Mrs. Win. This is cruel. 
Win. Base and insulting. 
id. Have pity on me, and preserve me from this u xc 
humane Tyrant. 3 
Sir H. You ſhall be defended from his Insolence. dit 
you muſt behave your ſelf in another Manner, or 
Bel. Am J accountable to you? No, Sir, ſhe's mine pr 
who dares to interpose between a Man and his Wife. 
Sir H. Her Eſtate ſhall be taken care of. ) 
Bel. That I'm in Poſſeſſion of. Her Writings, Bond 
and Notes, all lie in that Scrutore. Let me fee wi th 
* dares attempt to rob me. Am not 1 Lord of her 
and all ſhe's worth. In 
Sir H. You now appear what I ſuſpected you to be, i te 
| Impoſtor, you can't be a Gentleman. j ir 


= 
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Bel. How | Leave my House, or keep within theBounds 
of good Manners; this Affair concerns not you; all her 
Complaints are in vain. What, Madam, have you your 
Gallants, to bully for you? © You won't find me one of 
those tame Husbands, that can fear. If you have ſuffer'd 
« wrong from me, when I think fit, and you requeſt 
« with the Humility. of a Wife, then perhaps you may 
« find Redreſs, | 

Mrs. Win. If you can't like her, and muſt part, let it be 
upon handsome Terms, . | 

Sir H. Propose any Conditions that bear the leaſt Glimpse 
of Reason. You had better comply than ſuffer all to be 
torn from you. I proteſt he confounds me, I never be- 
held ſuch conſummate Impudence! 

Win. Tis a Maſter-piece. 

Sir H. Pray, Sir, after all, who are you? 

Bel. A Gentleman. 

Sir H. Of what Eſtate ? 3 4 | 
Bel. None at all; but what this Lady, thro her Bounty 
has beſtow'd on me. | 7 5 

Sir H. I believe you, Sir Are you a Knight. 

Bel. A younger Brother. „ 

Sir H. I never heard of your Name. | 

Bel. I believe not; that; and my Title I made bold to 
borrow, to oblige her Ladyſhip's Vanity, ; 

Sir H. Very frank and free, faith. May I crave your 
real Name ? | 

Bel. Trickwell; a Name moſt Widows are fond of. 

Sir H. And you resolve to have no Mercy on this Lady. 

Bel. Good Manners, and ſuch Satisfaction as I ſhall ap- 
prove, may in ſome Measure mitigate my firſt Intentions ? 

Sir H. And, pray, how far will your Modeſty extend? 

Bel. To ſomething worth receiving. 

Sir H. I ſuppose, you expect to make your Fortune by 
this Adventure. | . 

Bel. Why, ay: Things of this Nature are like an Eaſt- 
India Voyage, we paſs thro' many Dangers before we 


teach the Golden Shoar, which ought to be run but once 


in Life. | | | | 
Sir H. A ſhort Voyage deſerves the leſs Profit, 
| h E 2 Bel, 
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Bel, I have puſh'd boldly, like a brave Gameſter, and 
« {weptthe Table, but if you ſpeak me fair, I maybe per- 

© ſuaded to throw back ſomething for Coach-hire, it being 
a wet Evening. 3 

id. You'll have ſome Pity. Corifider whata miſerable 
Woman you have made me, © daſti d all my Hopes of fu- 
ture 8 — A wretched, married; miſerable Crea- 
* ture. Inſupportable! Abhorr'd by you, and debarr'd 
* from ing any other; taſted but of one year's Hap- 
« pineſs, that of Widow-hood, in my whole Life, and 
no weddedagain to a worſe Evil than the former. 
You fee what Matches I refuſed for you, methinks that 

— move ſome Compaſſion, if you had not a Heart of 
tone. | 

Sir H. And a Front of Braſs. 

Wid: "Tis my hard Fate to disoblige you. What wil 
become of me? muſt I discharge my Equipage, leave St, 
Fames's? Had youliv'd with me, and ſpent what have, it 
would not have griev'd me; I ſhould have had enough to 
have kept me in Countenance; Widows who have married 
indiſcreetly, and undone themſelves : But you leave me 
without any Excuse. Since we mult part, pray let me 
know your Conditions. 

Bel, A Trifle. Whyonly ten thousand Pounds, and the 
Mortgage you have upon Sir Harry's Eſtate. © If you 
comply with this Demand, lll diſſolve the Marriage, and 
« you ſhall take whom you please for a Husband; without 
< offending the Law, or prejudicing your own Honour. 

Sir H. Your humble Servant, Sir, | ſhall oppose that — 
Your Ladyſhip won't give me up a Sacrifice to one that has 
no Regard for Honour, 

Stock. If he preforms his Promise, and her Ladyſhip and 
Sir Harry quarrel, I ſtand fair, no Rival to oppose me. 
She be worth fifty thousand Pounds after all. [ Aſide. 

Sir H. Sir, you and I muſt walk together firſt, a 

Bel. That Iam ready to do, vvhen I have ſettled the Affuit 
at any Weapon you dare meet me with. D' you think that 

1am to be trighted with your ſtern Countenance ? Oons, 
Sir, tho' | han't ſo much of a Man as your ſelf, you ſhal 
find I don't want Spirit to face you. — 
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; Stock, I'll persuade her to comply with the little Villain, 

2 or, dat will heighten the Quarrel, and ſerve my 

— It is not to be avoided, poor Lady; what would you have 

her do? It heartily grieves me on Sir Harry's Account 

rabl absolute Neceſſity cannot be withſtood. - 
Bel. An ald Fox; I find what he drives at, but I ſhall trap 

him for all his Cunning. [4/ide, 

barr d Win. Take the Value of it. 

| Mrs. Win. That will be the ſame — * 

1 Bel, I'm determined, and nothing alter my Re- 


„ ſolution. 2 
"Mir E. Sdeath, Sir, draw. 
ot of Bel. What, betore the Ladies. 1 did not think you 
wanted Courage till now : Quarrel where you are ſure to 
be parted. You'll repent this, or I'm miſtaken. You don't 
know who you have to deal withal, Sir Harry, you'll 
hardly find me the Boy, the Stripling you take me for. 

Sir H. "Tis very well. | 

Bel. The Secret which muſt relieve you is lock d within 
my Breaſt ; remember you are in my Power, then you 
muſt hold my Demands are modeſt, 

Win, Very modeſt, truly. 

Sir H. How do you think this bare-fac'd Cheat can paſs 
upon us ? 

me Nay, then tis no time to delay, Here I will com- 
mand, ; 

Wid. HavePatience, I know not what to do! I would 
preserve you Sir Harry, but tis not in my Power, I muſt 
prevent my total Ruin. What can I do? Pl] = em. 

6 Exit. 

Sir H. I ſhan't part with you before I have chaſtis d your 
Impudence. 

Bel. Who has a Right to judge between us? You ſhall 
account for, and ſeverely repent this Usage. 

Enter U . 
Wid. Here is the Mor , and there ten thousand 
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IWid. Ido. 

Bel. Why then, this Gentlewoman [Taking Madamoi- 
ſelle by the Hand.) and my ſelf, were married ſome 
Months ſince, and not having where withal to ſupport 
| us genteely, we contriv'd this Scene. She was to get 
* herself admitted to wait on you, then ingratiate her- 
| e ſelf into your Favour, which ſhe has perform'd art. 
« fully, and take all Opportunities to recommend me to 
« your Ladyſhip, and ſo forth. The reſt you may 
« ſpare me the Trouble of relating“ The former null 
this, your Ladyſhip's Honour's preserv'd, and not much 
harm done. Is 3 

Wid. Were you in this Contrivance againſt me, Mada- 
moiſelle, whom 1 have us'd ſo kindly, and entruſted with 
every thing ? | 

Mad. Me humbly beg your Ladyſnip's Pardon, I could 
no help obeying my Husband, he be my Lord and Maitre, 
and did commande me: Vat could I do? you be ſo ver 
good-natur'd, me hope you vil pardonez moy dis one 
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Fault. 6 
Bel. If J can but get off, I will eaſily find means to 
4 discover my {ſelf to Sir Harry. ¶ Aſide.] Gentlemen and 


Ladies you ſeem a little ſurpriz'd, I'll take my leave, that 
"% you may have an Opportunity to compose your ſelves, 
— my Dear, I think we have no further Bufinels 
_ | 
Sir H. By your leave, not fo haſty neither, [Stops em. 
Bel. What do you mean, Sir Harry. | 
| Sir H. Only to make an Example of you. | 
vl Bel. You wont use me ill, when I have fo juſtly per- 
i il formꝭd my Promise, you have more Honour. | 
„ Sir H. No Obligation can be binding with ſo notorious 
1 a Villain. „ 
it | Bel. YourLadyſhip wont ſuffer this? 
Sir H. She might as well keep Faith with a High- 
wayman. | | 
Wid. If there can be any means found upon Earth, | 
ſhould be glad of an Opportunity to take the moſt! ſevere 
Revenge. Dear Sir Harry aſſiſt me. f x 
Bel, I hope you'll protect me, Sir, [To oY 
NET | Wu, 
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Vin. No, no, let the Law take its Course. No Pu- 
niſhment is bad enough. 

Sir H. You ought not to be treated like a Gentleman | 
now, but as you are, a Cheat, a Scoundrel. Go, call a 
Conſtable, 

Wid. Ay, ay, go and call a Conſtable, quickly, make 
ſte. , | . 

Bel. You won't expose me. 

Sir H. Moſt certainly. 

Bel. Had I not betray d my ſelf, you never could have 
detected me, that ſhews ſome Generoſity. 

Sir H. You ſhall be rewarded. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. The Conſtable waits below. 

Bel. Since you are resolv d to prosecute me with ſuch 
Vigour, permit Madamoiſelle to go with me into the next 
Room, and if poſſible, we'll think of ſome way to miti- 
gate your Rage. 

Sir H. That you may, but muſt not think to escape. 

[Exit Bel. and Mad. 
Enter Flaſh, 

Flaſh She's not here. Where the Devil can ſhe have hid 
her ſelf? I have look'd all the House over and can't find 
her. Married and Bedded, and my Wife loſt. in leſs _ 
an Hour, 

Mid. How, Married! Pray to whom ? 

Flaſh. Toa Lady of Quality, when ſhe is in her own 
Country. 

Win. What's the meaning of this? 

Sir H. Pray explain a 

Wid. More Tricks. 

Mrs. Win. The young Gentleman's beſide himself. 

Flaſh. Egad I ſhall ſurprize you more betore I've done. 
Why then, S Madamaifelle, that was yu Waiting-wo- 
man, and now my Wife, is a Frenc Lady of Quality, 
and took his Disguise only for an Opportunity to let me 
know the Paſſion ſhe had for me; (and faith ſhe has 
done it to ſome Purpose) not to oblige you forsooth, 
Aunt, I can aſſure you. A Waiting-woman, very pret- 
ty ich! Does ſhe look like a Chamber-maid? No, _ 

| E 4 | 
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if you can't ſee, 1 havea penetrating Eye, and found it out 
in 1 I think I — cunning for you al. 
Nay, and ſhould have a Title as well as your Ladyſhip, if z 
Man by marrying could be Maſter of his Wife's Honour, 
a Woman is of her Husband's. Sdeath, ſhe is a Margquis's 
Daughter, and I am a Marquis's Son in Law, Now you 
know who Jam, I expect to be receiv'd handsomely, and 
in form, according to my Preferment, 

- Wii. How canitbe) 

Win. This is all Confuſion. 

Wid. Lm in a Wood, a meer Labyrinth ; the oftner [ 
turn, the more Tam entangled. 

' Flaſh. I told you] ſhould make you ſtare. How damn d 
mad they are at my good Fortune. 3 
Sir H. You muſt be miſtaken, 2 

Flaſh. Either you orI am confoundly miſtaken. 

Sir H. Why, ſhe juſt now declar'd before all this Com- 
pany, ſhe is married to the Person who calls himself Sit 
oy and he likewise own'd her for his Wife. 

- Flaſh. Is not my Aunt married to Sir Modiſh ? 

Sir H. She was, but ſhe is unmarried again. 

| Flaſh. Hey day, what's to do here! But I an'tto be ban- 
ter'dat this Rate, 8 8 
Win. They are both in that Room together, and you 
ſhall hear em own it immediately. oo | 

Enter Belinda in a Night-Gown, dreſs'd as a Woman, 
; a2 and Madamoiſelle. uy, 

- Wid. Belinda! Now ſhall I be fatigued with her Imper- 
tinence again. 55 5 

Sir H. Ay, tis ſhe,. egad, it muſt be ſhe! Wonderful! 
Are you real Subſtance, or a Shadow, Child? How came 
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ſhe into that Room: [Salutes her. 
Stock, Shame and Confuſion ! What ſhall I ſay to * 
7 f | js Aſide. 


Sir H. Confeſs, were you planted there tobe Sir Modiſh's 
* this Emergency? Is'tnot ſo? Go fetch him 
out, and tell him if he makes Reſtitution, for your Sake 
we'll pardon him. 2 x ; 

Bel. (Opening her Gown,) I am the Person that under 
the borrow'd Name of Sir Modiſh, have rival'd you, em 
EET fe, 4 bs a marrie 
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married her Ladyſhip. Her late Husband being my Guar- 


dian, got Poſſeſſion of ten thousand Pounds my Father 
left me; then turn d me and my Servant that waited on 
me, out.of Doors; no Madamoiſelle, as you have all be- 
liev'd, but honeſt Maria, who resolving to ſhare my Fate, 
till Opportunity ſhould ſerve to do my {elf Juſtice ; and 
knowing your Mortgage was obtain'd byExtortion, I made 
bold to get that, and there it is for you. And now, if you 
like me and my Fortune, they are both at your Service. 

Sir H. This is wonderful! Like thee! By Heaven thy 
Wit's to be ador'd, thy Beauty admir'd, but above all, thy 
Spirit and Generoſity charm me. Iknow not what to fay; 
Words are too light an Offering. Here's my Hand, my 
Soul, my every Bleſſing Lite affords. [ Embraces her. 

Mid. Is' t not enough to cheat and abuse me thus y. 
but you muſt entail everlaſting Scandal on my Family, by 
marrying my Nephew to that confident Slut. 
Flaſh. What, have I got an Engli/h Chamber-maid at 


laſt, then? No French-Woman of Quality, the Devil! No 


Marquis'sDaughter ! Egad, I'll be even with her, and make 
her as damnable a Husband. T'll leave you to ſtarve at 
home in your Hair and your Slippers, keep a Miſtreſs extra- 
vagantly fine abroad, hate my own House, never make use 
of it but to ſleep in, or ſhew my ill-Nature. - Get Children 
out of Spight, to multiply Mischief, and give em no 
Breeding, that your Daughters may prove Strumpets, and 
your Sons Reprobates, and leave you when ] have ſpent all, 
with a Brood of Monſters to propagate Repentance. 

Mad, I know how to be even with you, and make a 


true Engliſh Wife; gallop abroad all Day, Curtain-LeQure 


it all Night, ring the Change of Matrimony in your Ears 
inceſſantly, and make you glad to maintain Children you 
never got, if you don't govern with Moderation, 

Bel. This was done without my Consent, I aſſure you. 
Why would you exceed the Commiſſion I gave you? 

Mad. Chance threw it in my Way. I beg your Pardon, 

Bel. To makeamends, as far as lies in my Power, and 


2s a juſt Puniſhmentto that old vicious Sinner, I present her, 


45a Portion, what he gave me to corrupt my Honour. 
| | Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Decoy. 

Diec. Gentlemen and Ladies, your moſt humble Servant, 
As I live, a bright Aſſembly. [ wiſh your Ladyſhip 
much Happineſs, I hear your Ladyſhip is married. Your 
Servant, Madam, (To Mrs. Win.) Mr. Stockwell, I am very 

glad to ſee you. (Seeing Bel.) O Lard, how came ſhe here! 
I'll be whipp'd if there is not ſome Mischief a Foot, but 
Pl carry it off with a grave Countenance. 188 

Bel. O Mrs. Decoy, you are come in very good Time to 
receive my Thanks, and a Reward from Mr. Stockwell, he 
ought to gratify you handsomely.— She did her beſt 
(To Stock.) Iaflure you, and had I been the leaſt inclin'd, 
you could not have fail'd of gaining your Point. She's an 
indefatigable Sollicitrix, in her Way of Buſineſs : An ex- 
cellent Procureſs! : 

Sir H. What, a Bawd! A Go-between, 

Bel. Even ſo. 5 

Stock. II ſneak into a Corner, and curse my ſelf out of 
Breath Would I could blaſt em with Contagion. ¶ Exit. 
Sir H. Mr. Stockwell, Mr. Stockwell, pray ſtay and take 
this motherly Gentlewoman with you; you may have Oc- 
caſion for her another Time. ENT 

Dec. Nay, if youaffront Mr. Stockwell thus, you'll hard- 
ly ſpare me; ſol ſhar't give you an Opportunity to use me 
rudely. Fare you well. You are all unmannerly Perſons, 
to ſerve a Gentlewoman of my Faſhion after this Rate. 

> wh | [Exit . 

Wid. Tis not to be borne; I'll have my Revenge, tho 

I fetch it from Hell, | [Exit. 

Flaſh. And I'll be divorc d. A Plague take your damn d 
French Picture. ar I Exit. 
Mad. And I'll have a ſeparate Maintenance. 

Win. Now, my Dear, ] hope you are ready to go with 
me into the Country according to your Promise, where 

ve ſhall once more be happy. 3 

Sir H. (To Win.) You have wrought a Miracle. 

Win. She believ'd all my pretended Extravagancy to be 
real: I dare not undeceive her, leſt ſhe ſhould relapse, till 
her Mind is thoroughly ſettled, and ſhe has been ſome time 
absent from the Town, . 
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Sir H. You'll ſtay to-night, and ſee me happy in this 
Lady's Arms. Then we'll go Part of the Way with you, 
and wiſh you a good Journey, | 

Win. 1muſt not deny Sir Harry ſo ſmall a Favour. 

Mrs. Win. Well then, you promise to go to-morrow ? 

in. Upon my Word, Madam. | 

Sir EH. Your Generoſity, my fair one, has cur'd all my 
little Follies, which were rather the Effect of a gay Tem- 
rer, to appear like the reſt of the Beau Monde, Who think 
they can t be compleat without the faſhionable Vices, than 
any Inclination, I can aſſure you. 


Thus charm'd with Virtue, and with CEnErAns Love, 
Me only here a Taſte of Pleaſure prove. 


Win. But what augments the Happineſs of Life, | 
Is to preſerve a Friend, and to reclaim a M, iſe. 
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Did not my Motions promiſe Manly Pleaſure, 


'Oh! mas a lovely Scene between us two, 
When, Stocking toſ d, the Company withdrew, 


—— 


ALL ANTS, without a Length of formal Speeches, 
How did you like me in my Sparkiſh Breeches? 


Aud ſeem to ſignify much hidden Treaſure 7 
Alas! alas! my Buxom Widow thought 

She had a Bargain in the Thing ſhe bought. 
Los all well know their Conſciences, but ſtill 
It is the Trial proves the Fencer's Skill : 

And when it came tothat, upon my Word 

1 wav'd the Fight, becauſe I hadno Sword. 


How oft, my wiſhing W idow cry'd, My Dear, 
And toſi d, and ſighid, and whiſper d in my Ear; 
While I. pretending Sleep, the Pillow preſs d. 
And left my Phenix burning in her Neſt. 
Touſaw hom in the Morning ſhe behav d 
True to ber Sex, how like aWife ſhe rav d: 
The Copy of thoſe Lectures at your Houſes, 
From the ſhrill Tongues of diſappointed Spouſes. 
Well, when that Part was over, ſomething ſtill 
Mas wanting to compleat & Woman's Will, 

To change the Words for Better and for Worſe, 
Into the comfortable Sound, Divorce. 

This I perform'd too with that dext rous Art, 

7 get two Fortunes, and one Lover's Heart. 


EPILOGUE., 


No more, ye Beauties, then theſe Shifts depiſe, 
But ſtoop to wear the Breeches deep Diſguiſe. 
if before Wedlock they deſerve this Praiſe, 
Inn re ſure to wear 'ematter all our Days. 
But now the Secret s out, and it is plain 
45 That 1am downright Woman once again. 
You Men arefancying the Mays and Means 
To prove the Truth of this behind the Scenes: 
But work not faith the Cunning of your Brains, 
You'll have but juſt your Labour for your Pains 
For it is hard if I,. who you all know, 
Have bit a Widow, cannot bite @ Beau. 
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Upon the Revival of the Play. 


Written by Mr. TyeoBaLD. 


W ELI. — I ſuppoſe, you all at leaſt ſuſpected. 
| Becauſe by Maid, and Widow too, neglected, 


Thad, unable to ſurvive the Day, 
_ Sipp Opium and pop d of. the modiſh Hay. 


No, faith, the Matter weigh'd, who moſt miſcarried? 
It is not I who miſs'd, but They who. married. 
Lou know, who ſmarted moſt i th Bubble-ginn ; 
They who ſubſcrib'd, not they, who ne er put in. 


At Change you ventur' d to bu South-Sea Ho 
Welch Copper Flax and Hemp — or Turnip-tops: 
And are not Women greater Bubbles, pray, 
Than &er were ſold at Tom's, or Garraway ? 
Yet, knowing this, you ne er ſtand ſhall I, ſhallT? 
But run, ſtark mad, to traffick— in their Alley; 
Crowd toſubſeribe— for better or for worſe, 
And pay down Earneſt to inſure a Curſe. 
Oft as ſome ſair young Titt ſets up her Bubble, 
Which of you all e er grudg d Expence or Trouble, 
If you could be ſuch happy Dogs to bribe her 
To let you in Original Subſcriber ? 


When 


EPILOGUE. 


When jou re well dipp'd—Repentance come and. rot em 
They're alla Bite there's no good Fund at Bottom. 
Then the Plague is, that if your Courage tire, 

And you would ſell a Wife —— Pray, who will buy her: 


In ſhort, if you'll be wiſe, the Stock's ſo croſs, 
Sellout—— if poſſible —— at any Loſs : 
For to this Day—— down from the firſt-created, 
The Devil whiſper d, and the Woman cheated. 


Then 


f Poems and Pla s pringed , and GEORGE Rigs, 
| NO Eine dee ſtreet. 


t Bucking how: 

TheDrummer, 8 che Haunted houſe, by Mr. Addiſon. 

The Man of Mode, or Sir Fopling Flutter, by Sir G. Etherege, 

Aſop, with the ſecond Part, 

The Relapſe; by Sir John Vanbrugh. 

The Provok'd Wife, : 

The Chriſtian Hero; 

The Funeral, or Grief 

The Tender Hus . 

The Lying Lover, 

The Conſcious Lovers,” s | 

Tbe Committee, b ber, ward, 
The Fair Penitent, Td : 

Lady Fane Gray, 2 

Fhe Fortune-Hunters, by James Carlile, Gent. 

The Gameſter, Þ by Mrs. Centlivr. 
The Wonder, a Woman keeps a Secret, J) ; 

 Abra-Mulz, or Love and Empire, by Mr. Trapp. 

ow slaſt Shift, or the Fool inFafhion, 

e wou d, and ſhe wou d not, b LOR 
Non-jur or, 1 by Mr. Cibber, 
Love makes a Man, ortheFop s Fortune, 

The Amorous Widow, or the Wanton Wife, by Mr. Bet- 
oy _ England, by Mr. Hill, (tterton. 
Three Hours Marriage, 
The Captives, 7 by Mr. Gay. 
Sophonisba, or Hanibals Overthrow, by Mr. Lee. 
Sir Walter Raleigh, by Mr Sewell. 

artan Dame, by Mr. Sauthern. 

Henny IV. of France, by Mr. gs, 

Chit-chat, by Mr. Killigrew, 
The Earl of Her, by Mr. Banks. 


Farces. A Bickerſtaff s Bur The Country-houle. 
'TheSchool-boy. 2 ae. hh Hob's Wedding 
The slip. The Per- juror and Juror. The Stage- coach. 
The W Statue. The Adventures of ff an Hour. 
Hob, perry, try-wake, Cobler of Preſton. 
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